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The vast majority of once-popular UK children’s comics have now ceased publication. This 

includes Misty. Aimed specifically at girls between the ages of 8 and 14, Misty was a comic 

which consisted entirely of frightening fiction and articles based on the supernatural and horror. 

This research seeks to identify the reasons for Misty’s popularity at the time of publication 

(1978 – 1980) and justify a return to frightening fiction through Bildungsromane for girls via the 

medium of comics. Through the examination of the cultural background at the time of 

publication and how this was reflected in Misty, a contemporary creative work, Destiny, a 

novella and a Misty-style serial story script, distilled from the novella, has been produced. This 

has been accomplished via the application of a formula, which is a process created as a result of 

answers to questions posed via email by the author to Misty’s consultant editor and 

contributing writer, Pat Mills. 

 

Via the identification and application of critical concepts in the Misty serials ‘Moonchild’ and 

‘The Sentinels’, as well as the one-off story ‘The Treatment’, the underlying reasons for the 

popularity of the stories contained in Misty will be identified. These reasons are analysed and 

applied in the creation of the new story in the form of a novella, which in turn has been re- 

written as a comic script, including the artwork for a sample front cover. This, along with Mills’ 
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step-by-step process for creating a comic (the Formula), reveals the potential of comics of this 

nature as accessible and perhaps even valuable chaperones with which to navigate through the 

fraught liminal period of adolescence.  
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Part One 

Destiny: a novella 
 

Chapter One 

 
No rest for the wicked. Always in water, always in sea; salt-soaked through. Stick on a brew. 

Turn on the urn, red switch glow, bubbles belch, and beat tin echoes around walls like a rumbling 

gut. Park me bones. Neck aches all the time, blame the chair. Flamin’ springs poking me 

backside. Dog tired. Dark moon shadow, cuts through the black room like shards of broken glass. 

What’s that flamin’ noise? Creaking, rustling, scuttling. Rats. Idle cats eat too much. Roll a fag, 

smoke rings through the moon’s white blade resting on the desk under the crooked stairs. Pale 

radio light. Who turned that on? White noise crackles: ‘And now the Shipping Forecast, issued by 

the Met Office on behalf of the Maritime and Coastguard Agency at 0520.’ Fag smoke drifts. 

Leaking, reeking, making murk over the book. That book: ‘Rain or drizzle, fog patches 

developing.’ A page flutters, falls and folds away the faded ink, until… the burnt fag ash drops. 

Hands shaking, remember to breathe. No such thing as ghosts. Rain, drizzle, fog. Fog… Silence. 

Waiting for the pages. Yellow paper flaps, sighs and rests. Reveals a name. A date. Birth. Death. 

Witness: ‘Fog: visibility very poor.’ Not again. Head in hands. Come on, shift yerself. They won’t 

save themselves. Pinch away a tear, just me eyes leaking. Haul it out of the chair, crack the 

knuckles and slouch out in to the wretched dawn. 

 

* 
 
 

It was like Topshop on a Saturday afternoon, full of hormones and hatred. I just wanted some 

peace but there were hundreds of them, griping, gossiping, laughing, milling, and sweating. 

 

“Oh my God, I can’t believe we’ve got to stay until after lunch. I mean, who finishes term at half 

past one? What a joke.” 
 
 

“We’d better get out on time. Steve’s meeting me in Argos at two. I’m getting a ring for 

Christmas.” 

 

“You ain’t pregnant, are you? Oh my God, I’d love a baby.” 
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“Don’t be stupid! Are you going to Kerry’s party? I’m gonna be a sexy Santa.” 
 
 

“Merry Christmas, loser.” 
 
 

‘Loser.’ Because I wasn’t worth it. I pushed past puffs of cheap body spray, tripping over scuffed 

knock-off handbags that spewed tampon packets and strips of lilac pills. Grubby socks, sweat-stained 

armpits through bulging white shirts, phones rattling out tinny pop in the narrow corridors. Noise, 

white noise. Out in the foyer, the first-years waited like groupies for left-overs at second sitting. I 

shoved past them to the front doors and into the grey. Hungry. Stressed. Cold. 

 

His car horn blared over and over and over and over. 
 
 

“Oi, you cloth eared bint.” Head down, hood up as the perve curb crawled. “Get in.” He leaned right 

over from behind the wheel. A disgusting peacock in his crappy brown fake leather jacket open just 

enough to show his gold eagle nestled amongst the greasy layer of thick curly chest hair, reeking of 

savoury sweat like sausage in batter. I wanted to walk home like I normally did. Except today was a 

day when he showed up. 

 

“Flippin’ hell, Des, who’s doing who the favour? Get in. You’ve already cost me a quid in fuel.” 
 
 

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to be anywhere near him. I’d rather walk home and if mum found 

out... 
 
 

“About time.” He lit another Regal, flopped his weedy arm round me and wheel span the rust bucket 

down the school drive. 
 
 

“Let’s go the scenic route.” I knew the scenery he wanted to see. 
 
 

A ginger Tom stared wide-eyed in the headlights, standing as a tripod, one of its back legs missing. 

The bald tyres skidded on the fresh drizzle. Dave’s foot rammed the brake and the newspaper 

crammed into the hole in the floor fell out. We were both slammed forward. The engine died. 
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“Flamin’ cat. Did I get it?” He was shaking as his tatty plastic grey slip-on shoe stayed wedged in the 

newspaper hole. He pulled out his foot revealing a filthy white sock with a hole melted by his spongy 

toenail fungus. 

 
“Let’s go home. I could do with a can, calm me nerves.” Cats. He can’t stand them. Says he was 

viciously attacked by one in his pram when he was little, says it left him scarred for life, mentally as 

well as physically. Pathetic. He fished out an open can of lager from a hole in the seat, poured the 

dregs into his puckered gob and lobbed the empty out the window. 

 

The car farted into life and Dave trundled down the drive to the school gates, his eyes anxiously 

darting from side to side, his stubby fingers rubbing at the thin lines of scars on his stubbly cheek. I 

wound down the window, releasing a fog of Dave’s foul fag smoke. In the wing mirror, an old man in 

a harsh yellow Hi Vis jacket, glowing in the dismal afternoon. He bent down awkwardly, straggles of 

white hair flapping round his face as he scooped up the cat. He watched us until I lost sight of him. 

 

* 
 
 

The permanent sickly fog of stale alcohol and fags drifted in with the draft through the gaps around 

my bedroom door. The D.J. from across the hall offered bargain sofas and cut-price carpets in the 

Boxing Day sales: tinny promises jangling like a wet tongue on a Duracell. 

 

“Des, get us a can, love. Your mother’s running me ragged ‘ere. I’m gasping.” I turned up my music 

and shoved the ear pieces in deep to drown out the noise. 
 
 

From mum’s room across the landing, the perve coughed out a laugh, choking on the mucous 

rattling around his parched lungs. Playing dead was easy when your mother didn’t give a stuff about 

you. I felt exactly the same about her, wondered why I bothered staying. But there was a soft white 

lifeline firmly entwined around my heart and soul. We both needed a bed and food, even it was 

always fish fingers. And I hoped. I hoped that…Oh, I don’t know. I screwed my eyes shut as the white 

lump did her very best to strip the skin off my face with her pink sandpaper tongue. My doggie. My 

Babs. 

 

My music was so loud I didn’t hear her half-naked torso and chafing thighs heave into the room. 
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“Get Dave’s can NOW.” 
 
 

The ear pieces flew out as my head was knocked sideways, a hot hand print developing on my cheek. 

Was she ever pretty? Didn’t all young kids think that about their mums? I don’t remember thinking 

anything. Just seeing her ever-growing shadow creeping up the hall, the sting of her rough hands on 

my calves, the clack of the key in the padlock that kept me in the silence, despite the ever-present 

rumble in my gut.  Silence. Strangely, I craved it now but that’s all I remember. As she smirked and 

swigged on her breakfast beer, not even the bunnies on her filthy dressing gown could forgive her. 
 
 

“Me and Dave are partying tonight and we’ve stuff to do, ain’t we, sweet? I want you gone in ten 

minutes.” 
 
 

She really shouldn’t have worn leggings with a backside like that. A waggling head and a waving 

hand: was she really going to tell me ‘the face ain’t listening’? 
 
 

“But where…?” No answer from the fan heater as it hummed across the landing. No warmth from it 

either. Her sticky fingers clawed at my frozen hands, her last remaining plastic nails flicking off into 

Babs’ face. A soft growl. My face filled with heat as my temper rose like Vesuvius. I opened my 

mouth to protest on Babs’ behalf. 

 

“I don’t think so, young lady.” The eyes held mine like a magnet and I wondered why she had never 

replaced her front teeth. It was another one of her stupid little stories, the scrap she’d had with her 

best friend Cheryl, how they’d knocked each other’s front teeth out during a ‘misunderstanding’ 

about the perve. Cheryl had found hers in the ashtray and glued them back in. Mum had swallowed 

hers along with her Bacardi and Coke. 

 

“You’re going to your dad’s. For the rest of the week.” 
 
 

She was such a spiteful cow. I loved the Island but there was nothing to do there and I had stopped 

going when dad left us. He’d promised to come and visit when he’d moved out there. Never did. 

Mum still harped on about it now: “Oh, that’s just typical Gary, that is. Things get tough, move back 

to the apron strings, that’s right. Always was a mummy’s boy, your dad. Best thing I ever did was 

leave that dead-end hole, and your dad. Cheryl’s dad done the same, done a runner but at least he 

left. Not your dad, oh no, he’s the only person I know who runs back to the most boring place in the 
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world. He can’t let go, see, your dad. Lives in the past. Can’t move on, not like me.” By ‘moving on’ 

she meant shacking up with Dave, the most hated man on the estate and who had a very close 

relationship with the police. ‘Moving on’ also meant cheating the benefits system by telling them I 

was one of twins so she got double the family allowance and extra housing benefit. Thanks to Dave 

and his dodgy connections, she had all the fake birth certificates and passports she could lay her 

hands on. She was a lying, selfish, ugly cow but at least she was here. Since mum had met Dave 

eight years ago, I hadn’t heard a thing from dad. Envelopes addressed to me dropped through the 

letterbox every birthday and at Christmas. I’d find them screwed up in the bin after Lorraine 

snatched them off the cracked lino: “I’ll take those.” She’d scuttle off upstairs then thunder back 

down, grab her silver Puffa jacket off the banisters and …”I’m off down the club. There’s fish fingers 

in the freezer.” So at least I knew dad thought about me enough to send me a card and money, even 

if it was only Lorraine that benefitted from it. I never sent a ‘thank you’ letter, I didn’t know his 

address, not on paper. There was bugger all left for him here, that’s what Lorraine said. 
 
 

Down in the kitchen, Dave had managed to open the fridge to get his own can and was now doing 

his best MasterChef impression. 

 
“Alright, darlin’? Sarnie?” The rollie sticking to his bottom lip dropped its waste in the frying pan 

alongside the burning fish fingers. He cranked the gas up and melted the ash, splashing his fake 

football shirt with hot fat. 

 

“No, she does not. We haven’t got time for this. Your curfew’s in two hours and I can’t be doing with 

you in the cells again. Iceland’s will be packed and I need cocktail sticks for the cheese and pineapple 

and you’ve scoffed all the Monster Munch. We’ve had it if they run out of sausage rolls and you’re 

going to Aldi’s for booze then to the laundrette ‘cos I need my 1D t-shirt for tonight. It’s nearly 

Jeremy Kyle, Dave, and it ain’t going to watch itself …Dave.” She finally shut her face, the sudden 

silence making both me and Dave snap our necks up. 

 

A blackbird landed at next door’s bird table. Old Mr. Wright loved his birds, bought them fat balls 

and nuts during the winter. I used to see him in his open kitchen window whatever the weather, 

listening to them chirp and fuss. It was so sweet. Mum, of course, thought different: “Keep your 

curtains shut, Des. He’s watching you, the filthy so-and-so.” She and Dave had made his life a misery 

since his wife died a few years ago. They even called the police on him. “That dirty old git watches 

my poor Destiny through her bedroom window. It’s disgusting. He should be locked up.” The fact 
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that Mr. Wright was blind didn’t stop her accusations. The poor man was mortified. He kept his 

windows closed these days, never saw him leave the house but he still fed his birds. They were all he 

had left. 

 
“Who the hell pulled those curtains? Dave. DAVE.” She was screeching, shaking, her blood-shot eyes 

wide with fear but mesmerised by the pecking birds. 

 

“Do it yourself, you lazy cow.” 
 
 

A swift whack to the cheek shut him up. 
 
 

“Dave, have you seen what’s out there? There’s hundreds of them.” Mum was good at tantrums, 

especially when they centred around her one true fear so it wasn’t unusual to see her stamping her 

feet and screaming like a two-year-old who couldn’t have their sweets. 

“PULL THE CURTAINS, YOU SELFISH OAF.” 

“Oh, for crying out loud, Lorraine. It’s a sodding blackbird.” But he did it, just to keep the peace. The 

row gave me a bit of cover. I grabbed my rucksack, stuffed in a hoodie and some pants and socks, 

wriggled into my Parka and hung Nan’s scarf round my neck. Dad would have to buy me any other 

stuff I needed and with Babs’ collar and lead, I was sorted. I had only opened it a sliver, but the gap 

in the front door was enough for a bite from the freezing wind. 

 
“What the hell do you think you’re doing, lady?” The ‘horror’ that was the hungry blackbird had 

cranked mum’s temper right up. 

 

“Off to dad’s, like you told me.” 
 
 

She couldn’t have moved across the hall any quicker if someone had shouted ‘free bar’. 

“You’re not taking her, madam. She stays with us.” 

Mum always claimed Babs was her dog but it was me that loved her and she loved me. She always 

waited by the door when she knew I’d be coming home from school, rolled over in my homework, 



13  

demanding a tickle before I could start it. She slept with me, kept me warm. She was my dog and 

mum knew it. 

 

“But she…” 
 
 

“Don’t lip me, you little cow.” There was no surprise when her grubby fingers balled into a fist. 
 
 

“Leave it, Lorraine.” Maybe even Dave had his limits. 
 
 

“Let her take the dog. We just want a booze-up without it getting in the way.” 
 
 

No one moved, no one spoke, no one even blinked. Musical statues with the only music being 

the sluggish cogs sliding round in mum’s pickled brain. 
 
 

“Alright. Take her.” Deep in Dave’s chest, a banjo string of phlegm twanged as he exhaled a long 

withheld cloud of smoke. 
 
 

“Fair’s fair, though, Des; I want something in return. I’ll swap Babs for this.” My phone. 

“Mum, that’s not fair.” I’d blown it by whining, knew I had already lost the argument. 

“Get out.” A push in the gut, a shove out the door. 

My fall was broken by Dave’s saturated mattress slumped beside the front door, having been 

hauled from out the bedroom that morning after yet another night of being too drunk to wake 

up and make it to the loo. 

 

“And don’t forget this.” 
 
 

The rucksack flew over my head, just missing the sloppy piles of rain-soaked dog mess, and 

ended up in a blood-soaked pushchair on the pavement. Landing on the saturated mattress had 

left a dark patch around my bum. I grabbed the sweatshirt out of my rucksack to tie round my 

waist to hide the stain then “Meeooooww.” A cat, a ginger Tom, bumbling about, bumping its 
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lopsided body into my wet behind. He wobbled off on three legs, rolling like a rocking horse 

from front paws to back before I could so much as touch his whiskers, silently spraying his mist 

against a lamppost and the skinny legs of a white-haired man. In the dull, blank light of the early 

afternoon, the lamppost’s flickering bulb was surrounded by moths, fluttering and bobbing 

about, settling on the man’s shoulders and bouncing off his yellow Hi Vis jacket. His hands 

flapped about, brushing the dusty wings away from his face, while his faded jeans flapped 

around his bony ankles. The old school Parka coat underneath was several sizes too big, letting 

in more of the weather than it kept out. A skeletal hand crept under the frayed collar of his 

shirt, rubbing at the back of a turkey neck. His face was screwed up in pain, wincing as if he was 

sucking in a gob full of salt. He never unlocked his gaze, even when wisps of white hair whipped 

across his grizzled face and into those keen eyes. 

 

The ginger Tom was perched on top of a battered dustbin, fully engrossed with his bath below 

the street lamp. His lone back paw stuck straight up in the air like a periscope, as he licked it 

clean of invisible bits, sniffing them out for attention with his little pink nose. A squeak, heavy 

steps and the cat sprang down, diving after something rustling around in the piles of bags 

spilling cans and dirty nappies behind another overflowing bin. A flash of yellow lost behind the 

garages as the footsteps faded away, a single moth left dancing in the air until it too 

disappeared. 

 

From inside the house, the letterbox ground open, grating and squeaking on the rusty hinges 

that Dave kept promising to oil. I could hear them inside, laughing, snorting, stupid drunk pigs. 

 

“Oh, and Destiny, happy birthday, babes.” 
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Chapter Two 
 

“I ain’t going out in that, mush. Can’t see a thing.” 
 
 

“Too right. I ain’t spending New Year’s Eve stranded out in Maudlin. Stuff the tickets. Let’s go 

back into town, see what’s happening.” I’ve always hated the term ‘mush’. Everyone used it 

where we lived. It rhymes with ‘push’ or ’swoosh’ and means ‘mate’. I think it sounds like 

something slimy found in the bottom of the fridge. The two lads loped off, shoving me as they 

went past. 

 

“Oi, watch it.” 
 
 

“Was that a bird or a bloke?” 
 
 

“Probably a lezzer. Oi, are you a lesbian? You look like a lesbian.” 

“What does a lesbian look like?” 

I didn’t catch the rest of the conversation as they disappeared into the fog but it wouldn’t be 

anything new. I kept my hair short, hid my skinny, flat-chested frame under my Parka with Nan’s 

stripy scarf wound around my neck. She’d given it to me years ago and it made me feel like 

someone cared. Jeans, jumpers, Doctor Marten’s: I tried to blend in, like I wasn’t really there. Life 

would be so much easier if I wasn’t there. Mum was always having a go at me about not wearing 

make-up and push up bras: “Why can’t you be more like Shayleigh?” Cheryl’s daughter didn’t 

have the finest of reputations. With her 38 EE chest and impossible hair extensions, she thought 

she looked like Katie Price. She didn’t look unlike her, if you squinted and pretended she was a 

waxwork under a heat lamp. I, on the other hand, was a let-down because I didn’t strip my way 

to page three fame. 

 

* 
 
 

The fog crept in across the silent water, as soft as a dying breath, snaking around the railings, 

dimming the streetlights like a hangman’s hood. Distant fog horns mourned like whales at the 
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edge of the Earth: BWAAAMPH! No sight of the Island tonight. Not unusual when there’s a mist 

further out but I couldn’t make out Maudlin Sands which bothered me more. Thirty colossal 

wind-turbines stood like sentinel’s, always in view, always waiting, always guarding the invisible 

safe passage between the mainland and the Island. They marked a path, keeping boats and 

ships safe from The Sabres, the three stacks of chalk that poked out of the sea like sabre-teeth 

and claimed many vessels before the lighthouse was installed. My dad built those wind-turbines. 

I didn’t like it that I couldn’t see them. I didn’t like it that I couldn’t see dad either. 

 

“Don’t worry, pet. It’ll clear.” A croaky voice from the gangly silhouette beneath the lamppost. 

“I’m not worried.” 

“Well, that’s alright, then. Off you pop and get your ticket. It’ll be leaving in a minute.” 

Babs wagged her tail like a drummer in a death metal band as he bent down and presented her 

with a treat from gnarled, rheumatic fingers, long stained black. He stood up straight, his knees 

clicking with the effort, shoulders doing the same as he rolled his head from side to side and 

rubbed his neck. 

 

“Got a flipping sore throat. Well, more of a sore neck. Flippin’ giving me grief.” A ginger Tom 

burst out of the fog, a lifeless rat punctured and pinned by the cat’s teeth. The penny dropped. 

 

“What do you want? Why are you following me?” 
 
 

“I’m not going to hurt you…” Babs and I were already at the ticket office. 
 
 

* 
 
 

“The dog has to go in kennels down on Deck Two.” The acne-splattered steward had quite 

clearly forgotten the meaning of job satisfaction some time ago. He took my ticket and handed 

me a grey kennel token. No eye contact at all, just repeating the same selection of sentences 

day in, day out. With the amount of attention the staff was paying, I could have sat in the toilets 

with Babs for the journey. If someone saw us, they’d probably tell and then she’d have to go in a 
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kennel anyway. I’d get a fine, or mum would, then I’d be in big fat trouble for costing them 

money, not that she’d pay. She’d probably be proud and I wished I’d thought of that before. 

 

There were no other dogs to be seen on the ferry that afternoon. Seven cars on board meant 

there were only a few folk too. People were elsewhere, enjoying the festivities, office parties 

which promised everything and delivered nothing but puke all over the floor and a red face for 

twelve months until the next time. The Island people were probably showing off too. Expensive 

parties with waiters bringing out fancy silver trays of M&S’ finest or drinking Prosecco on their 

yachts out of plastic flutes so as not to smash the good ones when the water or the company 

got choppy. 

 

“Excuse me, can I say hello to your dog?” 
 
 

Tall, lanky, round glasses. A stranger approaching. Normally Babs sensed my concern and would 

softly growl but as the man lowered himself, crouching down, his palm held out, Babs sniffed, 

her tail now circling like a high-speed windmill. 

 

“It’s alright, beautiful. Gorgeous girl.” Babs involuntarily scratched her ribs with her hind leg as 

he rubbed her chest bone. 
 
 

“She an American Bulldog?” I was amazed, I didn’t know what to say. Mostly people saw her 

and hid their kids behind their backs, scowling when Babs trotted by, as if she had a bleeding 

baby pinned between her teeth. The deep-chested muscular breeds often get a bad press. Babs 

was no exception despite the fact she is as daft as a brush. I nodded and doubled her lead in my 

hand, just in case. The man cooed and soothed as he tickled her ears. 

 

“I used to know someone with an American Bulldog. Spitting image of this one. What’s her 

name?” He stood and rubbed at the white hairs now plastering the sleeves of his army surplus 

jacket. 

 

“Babs. She’s called Babs.” He froze, as if someone had pressed ‘pause’, only his fingers twitching 

as Babs licked them like they were sausages. Scraping at his jeans with her front paws for 

attention, wiggling her bum and whining. She knew him. We stood there, the man and me, 
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staring, breath held, trying to fit the pieces together but I just couldn’t place him and yet… His 

voice, low, measured but I could hear a tremor as he finally broke the silence. 
 
 

“Destiny?” 
 
 

His shoulder-length hair could have done with a wash, a slight hint of grey at the greasy roots. 

His face was handsome and he had something about him, I couldn’t say what, just something 

that flipped my stomach. 

But the most striking thing about him wasn’t his hair or his face or even his cherry-red eight-hole 

Doctor Marten’s, just the same as mine. It was round his neck, keeping the cold out from his 

open necked shirt. 

 

“Where did you get that?” Breaking the trance but not the tension, he glanced down. His scarf 

was the same as mine. My hand flew up to my neck: my scarf was still there. How was that 

possible when my Nan had made it out of old remnants of wool? I had to wrap it round my neck 

three times: “I forgot to stop,” she’d tell me. She was too engrossed with reruns of Dallas to pay 

attention to the length. Bobby Ewing was her true love, she told me. I used to wonder what that 

felt like, to have a ‘true love’. As much as I wanted it, I couldn’t imagine that ever happening to 

me. 

 

“A girl…I used to know. Do you…are you…you’re the double of…” Stuttering and stammering, he 

wasn’t making any sense. Anxiety destroyed the excited butterflies. 

 

“We’ve got to go.” We needed to get to the kennels but Babs became a dead weight as I pulled 

at her lead. “Come on, Babs.” But she was having none of it, still scraping at the man’s legs and 

slurping at his fingers. “Come on.” I hated tugging her but we had to get going before someone 

saw. I was just pushing on the door that led back inside the ferry when he shouted out, “Destiny 

Tyler!” We were through that door and up the stairs quicker than you could say knife. As the 

door swung back and forth I could just hear him: “Do you know Destiny Tyler? Please, do you 

know her? Do you know what happened to Destiny Tyler?” 

 

* 



19  

Deck Two smelt of the vets. Poor Babs. She always put her tail between her legs when she got 

that first waft; clinical, disinfectant and raw. The fluorescent strip light blinked on showing 

shelves lining the walls and with that hospital smell, I imagined we were in a morgue, nameless 

and forgotten. The kennel at the bottom left seemed bigger than the rest and it couldn’t be seen 

from the porthole in the door. 

 

“Come on then. Come on, Babsy, in you get. There’s a good girl.” 
 
 

It may have been a bit of a squeeze with the two of us, but there was no way I was leaving her in 

there on her own. With the grey token safely in my pocket, I rubbed my wrist raw trying to 

squeeze it through the bars of the cage to shut the door but with a final click, we were locked in. 

 

The ferry rocked as it readied itself to move out of the dock. Then the strip lights blinked out. 

Claustrophobia nagged like a desperate bladder. Trapped. In a tomb. In a mausoleum. Just like 

under the stairs…Oh, for goodness sake, sort yourself out, girl. I stuck my face into Babs’ back, 

comforted by her solid warmth and her doggy smell: fatty dead skin; dried mud; fox muck, black 

and pungent; cut grass and nettles, lying under hedgerows where dormice and voles scuttle and 

hide; moss; pebbles, shiny and drowned, resting in fine sand under eternal streams; caves, 

where bats sleep in the dusk and dust and moths spread dusty wings like a plague… The list 

went on and on and my mind began to drift with the ferry as it listed lazily from side to side. I 

wondered about the strange man in the scarf the same as mine, how he knew my name, why he 

made my stomach flip and how, impossibly, I knew that I knew that I knew him. The ferry rocked 

as the engines revved, rolled its way out of the dock, lurched and then… 
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Chapter Three 

 
I hoped dad would pick me up from the quay. If not, it was a twenty-minute walk to his flat. He 

used to work shifts so I had no idea if he would be waiting or if Lorraine had bothered to tell him 

me and Babs were coming on this cold, dark, foggy evening. 

 

I felt half-baked and couldn’t remember leaving the boat. From the amount of stretching and 

yawning coming from Babs, I figured we must have dozed off during the trip, must have been 

half asleep when we left the kennels. Yawning and shivering in the damp, peering into the fog 

for any sign of car headlights. We must have spent twenty minutes hanging around in vain but it 

was difficult to tell: water sloshed around the inside of the face of my watch, drowning the 

hands that were now spinning freely, the pin floating around like a sequin in a tea cup. It was 

mum’s old watch that she’d chucked across the room when Dave got hold of a load of fake 

Rolexes. 

 

“They ain’t fake,” he’d insisted. “Only the best for my girl,” but I’d seen mum scratching at the 

green patch round her wrist a week later. I’d fished the old one out from under the settee and 

kept it. It was small and black and it was mine but now it was full of water. I was puzzled, I 

hadn’t been near any water. Why couldn’t I ever take care of anything? We started the uphill 

from the docks. 

 

The difference between the Island in and out of season was obvious. Tourists, or ‘grockles’, as 

dad called them, would traipse about in the warmer months. They’d sit outside pubs and take 

their sticky-fingered children on open-topped buses, cooing and pointing at the sights the locals 

took for granted, me included. Yachts bobbed at anchor, men and women wore a revolting 

shade of deep rust courtesy of ‘Shadez’ tanning and beauty salon in the high street. Speedos 

and barely-legal bikinis tried to say ‘I’ve still got it, even at 60’ but the saggy thighs and breasts, 

slipped chins and stomachs told another story behind fake tans and spilt booze. 

 

The smell of frying chips, the clack of death-row lobster claws against the side of the giant tanks 

in the astronomically-priced restaurants and the pathetic competitions: who can laugh the 

loudest to prove they are having the most fun. It was all part of the Island’s ritual. Even at eight- 

years-old, I was having none of it, insisting on sitting in the shade, forever hiding in my jumpers 
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and jeans, directing withering looks at anyone who dared to glance my way: “She would be such 

a pretty girl if she just smiled. If only she’d put on a pair of shorts and get a bit of colour on 

those legs.” Yeah, whatever. At least I didn’t look like jail bait, not that that ever stopped Dave’s 

leering. My excuse was that I wouldn’t die of skin cancer. 

 

The regatta would be over by mid-September and the show-offs and their big yachts would 

disappear, either to the South of France or the Costa Del Somewhere in Spain. The restaurants 

and ‘Shadez’ would shut their blinds and dead autumn leaves would gather in the corners of the 

doorways like the punters used to, undisturbed until next April. That’s when the town died. 

Only the corner shops’ bright lantern-like lights burning from early to late showed any sign of 

commercial life. But even they were closing, victims of the general decline. The newsagent next 

to dad’s flat had closed years ago, only the name L. DRISCOL remained in faded grey on a 

bleached blue background. 

 

Dad had one of the ground floor flats in what used to be a family house. The house had had a 

large garden which was now split into separate yards, big enough so that each of the four flats 

could have a patch of grass and some flower beds and a safe place to keep their bins. His flat 

was decorated a masculine shabby chic with the kind of self-built furniture that you once found 

advertised in the back of the Mail on Sunday for a couple of hundred quid. Except dad had 

pulled it from a skip or found it at the dump and painted it white because it was ‘functional’. 
 
 

I loved the smoke and spit and crack of the open fire in winter. Sitting on the settee with Nan’s 

hand-made crocheted blanket around me while Babs sprawled at my feet like a sea-lion on the 

singed rug. Dad drank pints from a box of red wine and blew his fag smoke up the chimney, 

flicking the TV channels to find anything about the Second World War. It was just us. We were 

safe, cosy and, most of all, hidden. 

 

As we walked, the fog, doing its best to blind us, swirled like a giant dandelion clock blown on 

the wind. It faded and smudged away, revealing life beneath its shroud: a couple walking past 

the new flats, laughing at the noise of a car choking on its own engine; two kids sat on a low 

front garden wall, listening to a very tinny Beyoncé on a mobile phone. Heels clip-clopped, doors 

slammed shut and kids whined, the pre-Christmas overexcitement too much to bear: “For crying 

out loud, Terry, look at the state of your tie, you’ve got dinner down it. Get a shift on, we’re 
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already twenty minutes late”; “Thanks, ever so much for babysitting tonight, Tina. We’ll try not 

to be too late”; “Jayden, get here now, you little… I told you not to eat all those Haribo. Calm 

down or you can forget about seeing the fireworks.” 

 

Flashing lights, blinding but silent…the sky over the quay from where we had come shone red, 

blue, orange and yellow. So magnificently bright, I shut my eyes tight but no bangs, no pops, no 

‘wheeeeeeee’ of a Catherine Wheel; complete and total silence. I squinted my eyes open. The 

light show was gone. The car and the couple and the kids with the tinny music – Terry, Tina and 

Jayden, all gone. The only light on in the street was halfway down, a glaring bulb in a curtainless 

window. Dad’s flat. It wasn’t that dad didn’t have curtains, rather that he hadn’t closed them, 

which was unlike him. He always shut himself away from the world, like I did. Mum was always 

telling me off for being such a loner but dad got it. He knew how I felt: ‘keep yourself to 

yourself,” he would say. “Keep the scum off the pond.” Babs pulled on her lead and barged us in 

through the open front door. 

 

“Dad?” A pensive silence. 
 
 

“Wait, Babs.” It was well past her dinner time so she took little notice as we crashed in. A high 

pitched beeping came from the room on the left. It looked like dad had been sitting at the dining 

room table with a cup of tea. He couldn’t have gone far. But the tea was stone cold with a lush 

green island of mould in the centre. I don’t know why I put the telephone receiver to my ear; 

the beeping was deafening and I slammed it back on the charger. Maybe 1471 would tell me 

who had called but when I picked it up again, it was a dead line. Babs lapped water noisily from 

a clean saucepan I found on the side. I pulled the curtains but the place still felt void of life. 

Empty cupboards meant we needed to shop for our tea. A loud thump. Next door. The shop. 

The rundown, abandoned shop. Perhaps it was dad. Or perhaps it was squatters, burglars, 

murderers… I peered out into the street. 

Driscol’s shop, the shop empty for forty years except for the ghost of the old man that was said 

to haunt it, had a fluorescent strip light on in the window and someone was moving around 

inside. 

 

* 
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The shop windows were filthy, the peeling blue paint bleached by decades of summer sun, the 

exposed wood beneath it soft and rotten. Ancient toys, packets brittle and yellow sat under a 

layer of thick beige dust. Bags of dog treats had puked their shrivelled contents all over a faded 

pink alarm clock with bent hands. A broken snow globe sat amongst its own smashed glitter 

and glass like a kid in a puddle of crystallised pee. Twisting fly papers hung heavy from 

somewhere up in the ceiling. Fluttering among the long-dead husks of fly bodies were several 

orange and white moths, alive but quivering in vain to free themselves from the gummy death 

traps. I pushed the door inwards, wishing I could float as my feet crunched on a vast pile of post 

and fliers beneath the letter box. 

 

“Meeeeoooow.” On the counter, a ginger Tom kitten with a bushy tail flopped onto his back, his 

paws in the air, purring like someone had just opened a tin of tuna. A lit cigarette lay in a flimsy 

tin ashtray by the till, its smoke rising in an unseen draft like a length of fuzzy string held aloft by 

an invisible hand. 

 

“Who’s there?” The voice like an ancient grandfather clock, deep and echoing. Slow footsteps 

from somewhere out the back. A creaking door. The most substantial ‘weapon’ I could fashion 

was a rolled up newspaper so I was just about to leg it when… 

 

“Oh, right. It’s you.” 
 
 

He patted his pockets, then noticed the still-burning cigarette in the ashtray. He picked it up and 

sat down, wincing, hunched like a cadaverous vulture on a high bar stool, his Hi Vis jacket 

hanging off his desiccated frame. His neck cracked as he rolled his head around. 

 

“Flippin’ neck. Stiff as anything.” 
 
 

“Good evening.” I was being sarcastic, trying to hide my heart beating out of my chest: what the 

heck was he doing here. Rolling his eyes, he rested his chin in the palms of his hands. 
 
 

“Can I help you, madam?” Now he was being sarcastic. Looking straight at me, the whites of his 

eyes completely red, surrounding those livid ice-blue irises. He grinned and his breath smelt of a 
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thousand fags. Specks of ash fluttered like eczema across his tissue-thin skin as he blew another 

decaying lungful of smoke right into my face. 

 

“Got any Chappie?” 
 
 

The old man tutted, raised his eyes to the caved-in ceiling and loped out to the back room, his 

bones cracking and popping in and out of their sockets. The muttering and rustling continued as 

he disappeared from view. I had hoped to buy a copy of NME so I could have a read later. The 

yellowing plastic magazine rack only held copies of things I had never heard of. There was Look 

and Learn with a hand-drawn picture of what looked like a massive computer. The caption read 

‘One day soon, these will be in every home.’; Battle was a war comic for boys, decrying ‘Power 

of the Panzers’ with some tight-lipped Nazi-types looking to the distance with bad intent and 

Misty a horror comic…for girls. I’d never heard of any of them and thought that Misty might be 

worth a go but then I saw the NME logo. 

 

“This isn’t a library!” He was back at the counter, a tin of Chappie in his hand. “If you’re not 

going to buy it, put it back!” Miserable old git. 
 
 

“I am going to buy it, actually.” Who was on the front cover this week? 
 
 

“Who’s Pete Shelley? And why are the Clash on here? Aren’t they dead? I don’t understand, I 

thought it was going to be Lana Del Rey.” 

 

“Dana Le what? Who the flamin’ hell’s that?” The top left-hand corner confused me even further. 
 
 

“It’s forty years out of date. Have you got anything more recent?” 

“Deliveries don’t come until… later.” He was muttering, flustered. 

“My dad, he lives next door. His door was open, I don’t suppose…” 

“Stop mithering, woman!” He flapped at the air space around his head, batting at one of the 

moths that seemed like it was going in for a kiss on his sunken cheek. “Flippin’ pests. Won’t 
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gimme a break. I haven’t got eyes in the back of me head, in case you haven’t noticed. You’re 

dad’s mysterious disappearance isn’t the most important thing I’ve got to deal with, you know.” 

 

I couldn’t help but notice his poor eye contact despite his apparent anger. He only looked at the 

floor or to the side, never catching my eye once. It felt like a stand-off. The silence was broken 

when a clock wonkily chimed fifteen times from somewhere out the back. 

 

“Go and feed your dog. I’ll help you with your dad in a bit.” I chucked a quid on the counter top, 

grabbed the Chappie and turned to go then thought. Les was squinting, his mouth stretched in a 

taut grimace as he held the coin up to the bare strip light, turning it between his forefinger and 

thumb like it was a collector’s item. 

 

“The lights near the quay, the bright lights. I saw them through the fog. Is it fireworks? Maybe 

my dad’s there.” He stopped in his tracks, his head swivelling round almost full circle, like an 

owl. His livid ice-blue eyes caught mine, like a sniper catches a target in his sight, and he 

pointed, his finger shaking. 

 

“No.” He was furious. “I mean it. Do not go down them docks. You stay here.” I gawped, 

completely shocked by his sudden fury. “Just…just wait for me. We’ll find your dad. Just stay 

here.” He stared at me, nodded his head, satisfied that he had shocked me into obedience at 

least for the moment, and reached for his fags. Expertly lighting one without taking his laser 

beam eyes off mine for a second, he couldn’t hide his shaking hands. The door flew open, the 

bell ringing wildly. 

 

“Oh, for…” He rolled his eyes and leapt off the stool, and dropped out of sight behind the 

counter. 
 
 

“Get off!” A kid in a dog-eared black blazer, a massive burgundy kipper tie and flared school 

trousers was grasping at his ear. It seemed to be pulsating as it turned a very deep pink, pinched 

between the chilblained fingers of a woman in brown slippers and a pink flowery apron. 

 

“Don’t you ‘get off’ me, my boy! How dare you? I‘ll teach you to shame your mother like that.” 

The boy’s eyes were leaking as she dragged him on his tip toes to the counter. 
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“Right! Turn out your pockets!” Her headscarf shifted with all the struggling and her carefully 

curlered hair sprung down. 
 
 

“Now look what you’ve done!” She let go for an instant to rearrange the tangle of greying hair 

around the plastic roll. The kid turned to run but she had him by the scruff. 
 
 

“I said, now, Gordon.” But Gordon had wriggled out of his blazer and was out the front door. 

“Why you little…” She shook the blazer like it she was hanging out the sheets, sending weird 

sweets like Marathon bars, packets of Spangles, Spanish Gold sweet tobacco and flying saucers, 

the only ones I recognised, all over the floor. Then Gordon’s mum stormed towards the exit 

before turning. 

 

“I know you’re in there, Les Driscoll. Happy now? Woe betide you if you ever accuse my Gordon 

of stealing again. You mark my words, you’ll get no more business from me.” She nodded, 

satisfied that the threat of taking her custom elsewhere was enough to strike the fear of God 

into Les’ heart. The bell clanged. 

“She gone?” 

“Err, yeah.” 
 
 

“Flamin’ kids.” Up he got off the floor as awkwardly as a baby fawn, its legs about to collapse at 

any second. “Fancy a brew?” 

 

Why he felt the need to hide was beyond me. What was he so scared of? Whatever. I didn’t 

have time for this. Babs needed her food. It was way past her dinner. I pushed open the door 

and … 

 

“Oi, watch it!” The fog still swirled like so many phantoms and I narrowly missed being mown 

down by two nippers racing past on their bikes, dynamos flashing in the dying afternoon light, 

narrowly missing not only me but a small girl chalking pictures on the pavement. A young 
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woman marched by with one of those big old prams, all navy and sparkling silver, like a big 

version of a dolly’s pram. 
 
 

“Get a move on, Jason. I told you we haven’t got time for messing about.” The woman stormed 

on up the road, her long brown knee shifting down her legs with the speed she was walking, her 

tartan pinafore just skimming the tops of her knees. Jason’s chubby little legs pedalled furiously 

on his wooden trike, trying to keep up with his marathon-speed mum, his Wombles t-shirt 

smeared in chocolate. 

 

The new flats, well, there weren’t any new flats, just what literally looked like a bomb site, 

crumbling terraced houses, wall missing showing the sepia family photographs still attached to 

the bedroom walls, rubble in the front, broken glass in holes where the downstairs windows 

should have been. It looked just like the pictures on the postcards that I’d seen, taken after 

World War II: German bombers had shot their load too early on the way to the oil refinery on 

the mainland, leaving several terraces uninhabitable, some being raised entirely to the ground. 

But these had been built on in the mid-80s, three storied blocks of flats; ‘Estuary Mews’, they 

called them, trying to entice the toffs out of their yachts, spend a bit of money on the town. It 

didn’t work. Where the terrace abruptly stopped just opposite dad’s place, the end wall was 

painted with an overarching sign exclaiming ‘Beanz Meanz Heinz’, and next to this, where the 

skate park ramps normally sat, was waste ground. A painted wooden sign hand-scrawled with 

‘no rubbish’ did little to prevent the litter, old trollies and black bin bags strewn all over the 

derelict site. Two lads in army jackets and jeans sat in a burnt-out Ford Escort, scuffed up Doctor 

Marten’s on what was left of the dashboard, swigging from cans of what was definitely not pop. 
 
 

“D’ya wanna join us, love? What’s your name?” I kept my very red face down. “Ain’t seen you 

round here before. Come and join us, sweetheart.” He nudged his mate then waved his hand in 

his face. “What’s up with you?” But his mate was mesmerised, not blinking, not moving, not 

registering the interruption from the seat next to him. “Tommy.” Driver’s seat punched him in 

the arm but Tommy just wobbled, like a tethered balloon. I wondered what amazing apparition 

had caught his attention and glanced behind me but there was nothing out of the ordinary 

about Les’ place. “I think he likes you, love!” Me. It was me. I darted back into the shop. 
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“Back so soon?” Les Driscoll was fussing the ginger cat, rubbing behind its ears with his bony, 

stained fingers, causing it to dip its head, dribble bubbling down its chops onto the counter top. 

“There’s a good boy, Mickey.” He patted the cat’s fluffy bum and Mickey jumped down, yowling 

and wailing as he disappeared out of sight into the back of the shop. “He wants his grub. Listen, 

pet,” Les handed me a mug of tea, cracked his knuckles and jumped down from his perch. 

“Don’t worry about them lads. They’re just bored. They ain’t got no work. All gob.” I blushed 

even more. I felt a bit stupid being intimidated by a couple of stupid boys. I wiped my face with 

the back of my hand, aware that Tommy might have been staring at an embarrassing smudge of 

dirt but my hand was clean. 

 

“No, I wasn’t worried about them. I was just…I wanted to…I saw some lights over the quay. 

Maybe there’s some fireworks. I was going to…” 

 

“I told you before, didn’t I? Don’t go near those lights.” Les snapped like I’d insulted his 

intelligence. “That fog, it’s there for a reason, right? Wait ‘til it’s gone or you’ll do yourself a 

mischief.” The most scathing response I could muster up was to stammer, “What’s it to you?” 

He had nearly loped his way in to the back room but I quite clearly heard him mutter, “You’ve 

no idea, lady, you have no idea at all.” 
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Chapter Four 

 
“Well, he can just get stuffed.” Babs panted in response. I was sick of people laying down the 

law: ‘don’t do this, don’t do that’ and I wasn’t going to listen to some scrawny cantankerous old 

git who had no people skills and talked gibberish. 
 
 

“Babs, wait.” I was concentrating so hard on being annoyed that I hadn’t noticed the 

enormously fat black and white cat lurking in the alley next to the shop, its back arched like a 

snake, wailing, low and guttural. 

 

But Babs had. 
 
 

“Babs, no!” But she had already leapt after her prey and scuttled off down the alley. I darted off 

after her. She’d never caught one – not yet, but that didn’t stop her trying. The sound of angry 

howling, a whimper from Babs and the fat black and white cat somehow squeezed its 

gargantuan body under the gate that led to the upstairs flat. Lights flashed on in the kitchen 

window, the sound of thumping footsteps on the wooden stairs. 

 

“What the hell’s going on?” A man’s voice. I was crouching, checking the scratch mark on Babs’ 

face. The looming shadow on the other side of the fence sounded very angry. 
 
 

“I…she… sorry, it was just that the cat...” 

“Keep that animal under control.” 

“Sorry.” 

The shadow turned its head and in the light that shone from the upstairs I could see he was 

quite young, about my age and with a black eye: he was one of the nippers from the burnt-out 

car and he seemed to have lost his sense of humour. More footsteps coming down the stairs, 

puffing and panting. 
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“Budgie? Who the hell…? Oh, hello, duck.” The reek of TCP reached me before her tartan 

slippers carried her bulk to the bottom of the steps. Flab rippled over her half apron, barely 

covered by a sweat-lined vest. Her face wasn’t wrinkled, it was creviced, like the scored fat on a 

joint of pork and just as damp. “Are you okay, duck? I’m sorry about Budgie, no manners at all. I 

tried but he’s too wild. He’s too clever, that’s his trouble.” She slapped him playfully round the 

side of the face. It wasn’t hard but he winced all the same. 

 

“I’m fine, I’m sorry, Babs saw your cat and…” 
 
 

“Oh, don’t worry duck, that’s just what animals do. Tiddles is a law unto himself, the little tinker. 

I keep birds meself, don’t we, Budgie, and silly old Tiddles is always going after them. That’s just 

nature for you.” Budgie stared at the floor, his shoulders hunched, looking half the hulk he had 

previously seemed. “Are you lost, duck? Where are you trying to find?” I explained that I was 

staying in the flat below, that I was looking for my dad. “I didn’t know Eric had a daughter. 

Doesn’t seem the type, does he Budgie?” I opened my mouth, confused that she had called dad 

Eric. The only Eric I knew was the smelly old man who lived in the flat before dad, but he had 

died years ago. “Have you eaten, duck? Budgie, go and get the girl some bread and butter. Bet 

you haven’t eaten all day, you poor little whisp.” Budgie leapt up the stairs, two at a time. “I 

won’t invite you in dear, garden’s a bit of a mess, you know. Bloomin’ bin men haven’t been for 

weeks and I don’t know where else to take me waste.” She pulled the gate closed a little more. 

 

Strange that she should say that. I couldn’t see any bags of rubbish there, just a metal dustbin, 

and the slabs were scrubbed and swept clean. I could see through the gap in the fence that she 

certainly took pride in her small garden patch with the window boxes edging the balcony. No 

flowers, of course, not in December. No flowers, just sticks. Sticks poking out of the beds. I say 

sticks, they were crosses, little miniature ones, some lolly sticks, some twigs but all fixed in a 

crucifix position. The woman followed my stare and hastily pulled the gate to. 

 

“What’s your name, love?” 
 
 

“Destiny.” She shifted from one tree trunk leg to the other, pulling at the stockings that had 

gathered round her knees, turned her fat neck to look back to the balcony. 
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“Ooh, that’s different, isn’t it? Very modern. Fancy Eric thinking of something like that. ‘Destiny’. 

Yes, very different.” She stopped talking, looked over her shoulder again. Footsteps on the 

stairs. She grinned. “Poor old Eric. Any signs of life yet, duck? Must be an awful shock for you. I 

told him, I said to him, I said ‘you watch that ice, Eric, duck. Boil a kettle and scald the ground’, I 

said to him. But he wouldn’t have it, would he?” She folded her bare, baggy arms under her 

saggy chest, shook her head and tutted. “Bloomin’ men, won’t do as they’re told.” She glanced 

back over her shoulder towards the balcony. “Oh, here he is, slow coach. Here you are duck, 

bread and butter for your tea, in case you don’t find your dad. Me names Edna, by the way and 

he…” she nodded her head back towards Budgie who was out of sight, “That’s my Lottie’s 

boyfriend, Budgie. Not his real name, just a nickname on account of all the birds. He’s a country 

boy, ain’t ya, Budge?” But Budgie had gone, his footsteps bouncing off the staircase. “Sorry, 

duck,” she closed the gate further. “He can be a bit rude. ‘Specially round girls. Except for my 

Lottie.” She looked back over her shoulder but Budgie was nowhere to be seen. “I don’t 

approve, duck.” Her stage whisper could have been heard in the next street. “He’s older than 

her, see, and I don’t like the idea of any funny business. You know what boys are all about. She’s 

not yet sixteen and I said to him, I said, “don’t you touch her or I’ll have the police on you.” He 

hasn’t even got a job, duck. Lives rent free round at Reg’s place next door for a few odd jobs but 

I don’t trust him, no.” Her lips were pursed, her head wobbling from side to side. “Trouble is, he 

can’t keep his trap shut, always saying what he thinks is right or wrong. I told him, I said, “you 

should count yourself lucky that Reg puts up with you.” He’s a gypsy, see, duck. He wants to stay 

round here for my Lottie so Reg is doing him a favour, really. He should count his blessings, I say. 

Anyway duck, enjoy your tea.” And with that she slammed the gate shut and dragged her bulk 

up the stairs. I looked at the two slices of white bread, thickly spread with marge. I hadn’t 

realised how hungry I was but then I noticed something, shapes, traced into the spread. Side by 

side, there was a word per slice: “stay” and “away.” Stay away. 



32  

Chapter Five 
 

I had lost my appetite but Babs needed her grub. Back up the alley and in through dad’s front 

door. 

Darkness. That smell. Not the usual fags and burnt wood, warm washing powder from the crispy 

polo shirts on the radiators or the comforting smell of petrol and oil off of a chainsaw or car 

engine 

he’d been messing about with on the dining room table. It smelt of musty, of echoes and 

village halls, like suitcases brought down from the loft. Like the ones that Lorraine stuffed dad’s 

clothes in and lobbed through the closed window. Flick the light switch, grubby fingerprints 

smeared 

round the edge, nameless brown stains flung across the papered walls, glossy and sticky with 

nicotine and veiled with flickering cobwebs. In the lounge, a scuffed wooden grandfather chair 

with 

a bowl attached to its underside squatted beneath a faded picture of Frank Sinatra. The TV in 

its wooden-boxed frame stared blankly back at the chair and I felt awkward, like an intruder, an 

eavesdropper who had interrupted their private conversation. The flimsy two-seater settee, 

wooden, brown nylon cushions, seemed not to notice my intrusion, being more concerned 

with its guts, the slashed covers and protruding orange sponge. My foot caught in the 

threadbare 

carpet sending me to the ground, my hands breaking my fall as they landed on a slippery damp 

patch, an island of unspeakable yuck surrounded by a sea of unidentifiable flotsam, crumbs, ash 

and 

a filthy comb woven with long, greasy grey hair. The dining table had disappeared, no sign at all, 

no 

mouldy cup of tea or piercing beep from the phone. What phone? There was no phone. I knelt, 

wiped my sticky wet hand on my jeans. I felt foul, filthy and went to the kitchen to clean myself. 

A 

vile mix of unwashed crockery spilling out of the bowless but murky liquid-filled sink, old meat, 

rotting in a congealed puddle of its own blood in the bottom of the open fridge, greying 

fractured bones, rippling with insects on some form of counter, although the piles of filthy pans 

and packets of stale food hid what lay beneath. It was a sickly, sickening smell, like when we 

found a dog’s corpse bobbing in the stagnant pond by the creek. Dad had poked it with a stick 
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and it split open. It was a bad smell. A very, very bad smell. Babs snuffled about, nose high, 

nostrils flaring, processing the menu of decomposing scents, dribble frothing at the corner of 

her jaws. For want of anything clean, I ripped the cardboard on a damp pack of cornflakes, 

flattened it out and tipped out the tin of Chappie. She wolfed the lot. I pulled the cushions off 

the settee onto the floor and that’s where we slept, on the floor in the lounge. I say slept – Babs 

did most of that but it wasn’t just her snoring and grunting that kept me awake. 

 

* 
 
 

Half past ten by the clock on the kitchen wall, the stars bright, flashing and twinkling like Morse 

code against a deep black void of sky. A thump from next door. Les’ muffled voice. Another 

thump and another and then a yell. 

 

“Get out of it. Go on. Get away from…” 
 
 

The light was on, bright in the darkness before dawn, illuminating Les’s spindly form leaping 

about, his jerky hand flaps and bendy knee kicks like a living puppet on a string. 

 

“Don’t just stand there, woman, open the flamin’ door.” The bell dinged as the door bounced off 

the wall. “Get down, quick.” Something feathery and solid shot out. Then another and another 

and another, every one of them striking me as they flew past at speed, hundreds and hundreds 

of fluttering …birds? My hands over my head for protection, I dropped to the shop floor with a 

nasty crunch as my knees crushed the ones that had been knocked out of flight. Les was 

coughing so much he was heaving and I realised why when I remembered to breathe; the air 

was full of dust, or rather a dusty powder – it was too fine for dust – and the fluttering was 

making it thicker and denser, swirling through every space that wasn’t occupied by physical 

objects. I couldn’t see, couldn’t catch my breath, panic funnelling into light-headedness, drifting, 

choking on the smell of decay and damp, like a powdery dew floating in through my eyes, ears, 

nose and mouth, the debris from a crumbling mummy in an ancient tomb, a return to ashes, a 

return to dust… 

 

“Kid…” The birds or bats or whatever they were had gone. Silence apart from Les’ heaving and 

coughing. 
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“You okay?” There was a click and for a moment I thought Les had heaved so much that his rib 

had snapped but the drift of cigarette smoke put my mind at ease. He inhaled a deep lungful, 

took a drag off a blue inhaler then fumbled his way across the tiny room to the boxes of 

Monster Munch and Hula Hoops by the grimy window where I was laying like I’d been run over. 

“Come on, shift yourself.” He prodded my shoulder and I rubbed the grime across my face. 

“Evil.” The fag trembled in his hand as he took another long drag, his eyes fixated on an object 

stuck to his boot. “Get…it…off…me…” Its ragged wings formed a sort of tatty triangle, all torn 

around the edges like a frayed hankie. Compared to the wings, the body was squat, sort of fat 

like a big orange bee but with stumpy little feelers like snipped antennae. A moth. 

 

“It’s huge. I’m not touching that.” Les’s legs jolted like he was having an electric shock. 
 
 

“Get it off. Get it off. GET IT OFF.” His boots scraped together until the thing crunched, 

squelched and he wiped it onto the floor. 
 
 

“What was that?” Les mushed the thing into the carpet where it disappeared, congealing, later 

to form a crisp layer over the filthy carpet. “Les? What’s going on?” Les pinched the bridge of his 

nose between his finger and thumb. He looked greyer than usual, if that was possible. I patted 

his arm, attempting to show genuine concern but once again, out of the blue, he spat, “Give it a 

rest, will you? Asking me all these flamin’ questions. How should I know? I’m just the bloke in 

the background, the shopkeeper, the bloke who keeps it all ticking over. Its people like me that 

keeps this country going; unseen, that’s me. Doing the dirty work, clearing up after everyone’s 

accidents. And what thanks do I get? I see it all, I hear it all but I don’t say nothing about it, I 

can’t, ain’t allowed. My work ain’t romantic, pet, I ain’t no James Bond on a secret spy mission. I 

don’t get no thanks for my services, don’t get the leggy blondes or swill the Martinis. Subtle, 

that’s me. I don’t need to shout about it.” 
 
 

I didn’t know what to say after his little outburst, he was so rude and he certainly was no James 

Bond, unless 007 had a side line running a shabby newsagents to keep him occupied during dry 

periods of espionage. I tried to change the subject. 
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“I guess you’ve got a moth problem, then, Les?” He sucked on his fag, staring into the middle 

distance, in the direction of the magazines. The NME was the same one I’d been looking at the 

day before. So much for the new delivery. Nothing from Les. No response at all. Miserable git. 

No point in pussy-footing around: “Les, it’s my dad… Where is he? His flat’s a mess, it stinks like 

someone died in there and there’s rubbish everywhere. I don’t think it’s the same flat.” 

 

“Don’t be daft, woman. Course it’s his flat. Bin men are on strike, s’pose he hasn’t got anywhere 

to put his rubbish.” 

 

“That’s what Edna said but her garden had no rubbish at all, just crosses in the window boxes 

and flower bed.” As I shook my head, a dead moth dropped from my hair into my lap. I picked it 

up, stroked its tiny dusty body. I felt sorry for it. It had been a living creature. I couldn’t bring 

myself to chuck it on the floor so I pocketed it to deal with later. Les exploded. Pompeii had 

nothing on him at the mention of her. 

 

“Edna? EDNA? Don’t go getting mixed up with her, the hatchet-faced old bag. I’ve had more 

run-ins with that meddlesome cow than I’ve had fags, and that’s saying something. Stay clear, I 

mean it. That woman’s no good.” He audibly creaked as he stood, forcing his bones over to the 

counter and swept the remaining moth dust off the newspapers. “Edna’s garden. What did you 

see?” His bony fingers seemed to reach across the small room, tapping me sharply on the 

shoulder with every word. “What. Did. You. See.” 

 

“I just saw some crosses. A boy answered the gate, I think he had a black eye. She smelt of 

TCP…” Every time, I do it. Confrontation equals tears. It was my default. 
 
 

“A black eye? Are you sure? “A tiny nod from a blubbering baby. He bogged me out for a few 

seconds, spun around and grabbed two packets of cigarettes and a lighter from the shelf behind 

the counter, opened the till and took a handful of coins. “Right. You’re coming with me.” He 

turned in the dark of the shop doorway, his mood totally unreadable, his silhouetted face stony 

and closed like one of those figures on Easter Island. “I said now!” 
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Chapter Six 

 
I scuttled along behind him, like Sophie after the BFG. The all too familiar butterflies woke and 

quivered in my gut and I wondered what on Earth it could be about the mention of Edna’s name 

that made his temper boil and gave his withered leg muscles the strength to move at such a 

speed. 

 

Down past the multi storey, through the wind-whipped chicane of Silver Alley, slipping and 

sliding on the paving slabs, greasy under foot in the misty drizzle. On the corner before the alley 

hit the high street was a mobile phone accessory shop. At least there used to be. Don’s Plaice 

looked brand new and smelt amazing. Whoever Don was, he certainly kept it clean, considering 

the Pukka Pie sign wished everyone a ‘happy 1978’. The smell of fried food was intoxicating and 

both Babs and I slowed down, our noses high in the air, twitching like the Bisto kids as they 

inhale the visible trail of steam from a hearty roast dinner. I couldn’t put my finger on what it 

was, not the normal smell of fish and chips, salt and vinegar and bubbling fat. My empty 

stomach growled. 

 

“It’s lard,” Les called over his shoulder, somehow guessing my culinary question, not missing an 

Olympic stride as he marched straight past. 

 

“Can we just…?” Les stormed on. A flicker of light. Fag lit, he swiftly glanced behind him, 

checked I hadn’t drifted into the chippy and pushed open a solid wood door to his right beneath 

a winking strip light. The swinging sign above it creaked and flapped in the wind: ‘Silver Hill 

Working Men’s Club.’ Noises from inside: the low rumble of mingled voices; a screech of 

laughter; guitar-heavy music; and the stifling clamminess of multiple bodies on a busy night 

leaked into the empty street, a snapshot flashed into the dark. 

 

“You can’t go in there with a fag!” But the door had already closed, sealing the life inside and 

leaving me alone again, naturally. 
 
 

Babs’ solid bulk pulled and scratched at the threshold, whining at the familiar pub-like smells 

and sounds: the thud of drums; a man shouting rock music; chatter; raucous laughter; clouds of 

fag smoke. Babs knew that pubs meant pork scratchings. Dave and Lorraine used to take her 
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down the club to show her off when she was a puppy but the novelty soon wore off as she grew. 

We stood in a lobby, a counter top to the left-hand side topped by a frosted glass-doored hatch. 

Books of pink raffle tickets sat in neat stacks next to a grubby ball of elastic bands. There was a 

beaten old red tin for the takings alongside on top of which sat one those revolting damp rubber 

thimbles that women in post offices used when they try to look important as they flick through 

pensions of a Thursday morning. It was a small space, made even smaller by the dark brown 

glossy walls, the only escape being two doors marked ‘toilets’ and ‘bar’. 
 
 

“Hello?” But there was no one there, nothing to be seen beyond the hatch but a hanging 

wardrobe rail of heavy winter coats. The muffled music stopped abruptly, giving way to 

applause and shouting from the room beyond the lobby: 

 

“Thank you, thank you. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen. Such a warm welcome from…The 

Silver Hill Working Men’s Club. Yeah!” Cheering, feet stamping, gasps and heckling at the 

screeching feedback from the microphone. “Don’t forget the buffet is free tonight so tuck in, 

folks. There’s plenty of time until last orders so let’s get in the party mood with a 

bit…of…RACEY!” More cheering and foot stamping. A fluorescent green poster told me the band 

were called Triple Denim, a covers band who played ‘all the latest hits’. I’d never heard of Triple 

Denim but I knew Racey alright; Lorraine and Dave sang ‘Lay your love on me’ every week at 

karaoke, and despite having a singing voice which wasn’t so much cut glass but a cricket ball 

through a greenhouse, Lorraine hogged the stage, belting out embarrassing impressions of 

Whitney Houston and Dolly Parton. Dave encouraged her, not because she was any good but 

because the more time she spent vomiting pop songs, the less time she spent with him. 

Anything in a skirt would do. Or dress. Or leggings. Or jeans. Dave wasn’t fussy, although that 

was made quite clear being as he lived with the old cow. It wouldn’t be until well past midday 

on Saturday that they’d stop snoring, slavering into their yellowing pillows while Dave ‘dribbled’ 

into the mattress. The best thing about it, though, was that mum would have completely lost 

her voice. To give Dave his due, that’s probably half the reason he encouraged her, to save her 

giving him the usual earache, barking orders at him to go down the shop and get her fags or 

cider or scratch cards or whatever other nasty little addiction she’d acquired that week. The fact 

she dragged Dave up every Friday to sing that particular Racey song was just gross. Lorraine 

liked to brag that it was their song: ‘when I met you, you were seventeen, not just another 
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teenage queen,’ and Dave liked to lie about how that was her age when she first caught his eye. 

Lorraine had ten years on Dave; say no more. 

 

“I’m gonna be sick!” The door to the bar flung open and a man staggered through the lobby and 

in the direction of the toilets on the right, the alcohol and buffet mixture already sliding its way 

up his oesophagus and down his Status Quo t-shirt. He had on some wicked flares and his 

platform shoes caught their giant hem, sending him head over heels into the bogs. I grabbed the 

handle of the door to the bar before it closed and slipped through. 

 

It was like a Dulux paint chart: beech, beige, chocolate, fawn, mud, mustard, oak, tan – you 

could take your pick of shade, as long as it was brown. From the polished vinyl tiles on the 

dancefloor, to the patterned fawn and rust carpet (complete with darker singed spots where 

carelessly discarded fags had melted the threads), sticky and flattened with spilt alcohol, sucking 

with some considerable strength at the soles of your shoes, to the dreary, almost greeny-brown 

of the vinyl covered chairs. And the people were brown, too – jumpers, brown suede for bags 

and shoes, punctuated with the odd black, purple and even yellow and orange swirls for the 

more daring party-goers. Among this writhing sea of drabness was a beacon of bright yellow, 

reflecting from the bar which ran across the back of the room; Les stood out like a light at the 

end of a dull brown tunnel in his Hi Vis. Babs pulled at her lead, choking herself in her 

desperation to get to the one face she recognised. 

 

We weaved between the crowds of people, all dancing and a having a laugh, too drunk to notice 

me and my big white dog. I headed towards Les but, thanks to all the barging and shoving from 

the writhing dancers, I ended up emerging from the crowd at the centre of the bar right in front 

of Edna. She was a tart and no mistake: red lipstick smeared across her chops, bleeding into the 

crevices threading vertically from nose to mouth, after years of lip pursing and dragging at 

cigarettes, her chipped teeth stained brown. Frosted blue eyeshadow up to her drawn-on 

eyebrows, semicircles that gave her a permanent surprised stare, like a rabbit caught in 

headlights. Her skirt, brown suede, just about covered her backside and lardy thighs when she 

crouched to pick up her deliberately-dropped matches, her knee boots exposing her modesty as 

she flashed her red suspenders and matching frilly knickers. 
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“Ooh, Reg, clumsy me,” Edna cackled. The man slouched on the bar stool behind her dealt a 

swift slap to her semi-exposed behind with a guffaw that sprayed chewed peanut muck all over 

the bar. A squeal of delight from Edna. I’d seen enough. 

 

“Let’s go Babs”, but her attention was overhead. Above the bar was a mass of black feathers, 

burnt-looking like the time I tumble dried the fur trim round my parka and it melted, sort of 

matted and sticking out at all angles. A string of pink dangled down, a feather boa, wrapped 

around a bluey-green neck on top of which was a small fez with black trim. And an unlit 

cigarette, stuffed into its lipstick-smeared beak, open mid cry, neck wrenched at ninety degrees. 

It was a bird, a peacock but it wasn’t majestic with its royal plumes fanned behind as it strutted: 

it was crucified, a sacrifice, its misshapen body pinned to the plywood surround by a chain 

stretched taught around its neck, strangled, hung. Its eyes had been replaced with googly toy 

eyes that rattled and twitched at every movement. Nailed to its wooden stand, its poor legs 

were missing all their claws leaving it dangling in mid-air, its body balding, a blue-feathered 

chicken in the fridge aisle. It was degraded, stripped of all its dignity. Reg reached up and 

plucked out a loose feather and picked his teeth free of dry-roasted with the quill. 

 

Les, perched next to a pillar, gestured like an angry and impatient husband guiding the perfectly 

capable wife into a parking space, and patted the empty stool next to him, half-hidden behind a 

stack of empty Babycham crates. I jumped up onto the stool, back against the pillar; we were 

out of the limelight. 

 

“Here y’are.” He tapped his inky fingers on a lemonade glass, the previous user’s lipstick still 

smeared on the side, and took a hefty gulp of his bottle of brown ale. 
 
 

“Why are we here?” I sipped the drink, almost immediately spitting it back out. It was foul. 
 
 

“I had to get you a drink. Cinzano, that’s what birds drink, ain’t it? You’ve got to be eighteen to 

get in. Look, ‘ave one of these.” I shook my head at the cigarette packet but he thrust it at me. 

“Just hold it then, you’ll look out of place. Everyone smokes.” He wasn’t wrong: everyone was 

puffing away, even the old woman behind the bar. I peered round the pillar, following his nod 

and his gaze. He swiftly ducked his head into the upturned collar of his jacket. 
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“For crying out loud, woman, not so flamin’ obvious!” I shifted my bum round on the stool, held 

the unlit fag between my lips and let my eyes drift along the length of the Formica-topped bar in 

the direction of a raucous laugh. Sitting, or rather wriggling, on Reg’s lap, Edna had unbuttoned 

her ruffled beige blouse to the top of her ample cleavage, leaving very little to the imagination, 

much to the eye-boggling delight of the other men huddled around the pair of them. She 

wriggled and squirmed like a ticklish child as the fat old pervert reached round her sizeable 

waist and squeezed her chest. 

 

“Ooh, Reg, you are awful, aren’t you, sweet?” Lusty laughs from the gaggle of men, the sweat 

beading on their foreheads in the smoky atmosphere as they eyed Edna’s ample cleavage. 

“Talking of which, Edna, love…” Reg dropped the sentence, simply ending it with a wink. Edna 

nodded, took another drag of her fag and, blowing the smoke in a steady stream into Reg’s face, 

she placed a hand on the ample thigh of the man sitting next to her. 

 

“You know what to do, Lionel, duck.” Lionel put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a roll of 

notes. His hand visibly shaking, he tucked the cash into the top of Edna’s blouse. She nodded, 

satisfied, took the notes out, checked them and slid off Reg’s knee. Sauntering across the 

dancefloor, she looked over her shoulder, winked at the group of dribbling men then 

disappeared through the door towards the toilets. Thirty seconds later she was back. 

 

‘It’s all there.” Edna licked her lips slowly and traced her fingers round Reg’s jaw as she downed 

the remainder of her drink. Les was mesmerised, couldn’t take his eyes off her as he tapped the 

side of his bottle with a coin to get the barmaid’s attention. Then, head down, face like a road 

map of the Grand Canyon, Les muttered to himself. 

 

“What on earth was that about?” He shook his head, took a very large swallow of ale and wiped 

his mouth on the back of his sleeve. 
 
 

“She’s no good, that woman. Stay away from her.” 
 
 

“Why did Lionel give her all that money? Is she a prostitute?” Les chuckled. 
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“Nah, she’s a tease alright but she only goes as far as she needs to.” Another bottle had 

appeared in front of him, although I hadn’t heard him order one. “Thing is, what she does is 

worse than that. And 

her with that daughter of hers…I can’t understand it. Shallow as a puddle, is Edna, and her 

daughter’s going the same way.” Maybe he was tired, I couldn’t tell but he rubbed his face, 

kneading his papery skin into wrinkles, his eyes wet and glassy. “I had a family once, you know. 

A wife, little daughter. But I pushed them away. I let them down.” I rubbed at the smeared 

lipstick on my glass, my head down, my face flushed. Awkward. “The stupid thing is that I really 

did love Cynthia but I was a different man then. Lothario, they called me. ‘Les the lothario.’ A 

roving eye, liked the ladies too much. Poor Cynthia stayed at home with the baby, little Sarah. 

Lovely kid, she was. Cynthia had enough of me in the end, too many rumours, most of them true 

except for the one about Edna. Turned her down, never touched her. Not my type, not even 

then. I’ve got me standards.” He smoothed a loose strand of hair out of his eyes and shot me a 

glance. I was listening, he needn’t have worried, even if I couldn’t look him in the eye. “But 

Cynthia believed Edna’s rubbish, no reason not to with my track record. Far as I know she’s still 

living up at her mam’s in Lincolnshire. Never been another bird since. All the fun went out of it. 

Don’t know what you’ve got ‘til it’s gone, pet.” Another bottle appeared on the bar. “But Edna, 

she just carries on dripping her poison into peoples’ ears, the insidious old witch. That poor 

daughter of hers don’t stand a chance. What Edna’s doing is wrong and I can’t have you getting 

caught up in it.” A pause as he sucked on his inhaler, his little speech causing him to forget his 

breathing. It’s the most I’d ever heard him spill about his own life. He was normally too busy 

with his blue-veined nose poked into mine. His bony finger jabbed and pointed, so close I could 

see the picked and raw skin round his nails. 

 

I really had no idea what he was on about, couldn’t understand why he thought I’d be interested 

in a woman like Edna. After all, all she’d done was given me a couple of slices of bread. And then 

I remembered the message in the butter: ‘stay away’. 

 

“Budgie…” 
 
 

“The boyfriend, yeah. Poor lad. Him and Lottie should get away. Before she turns into her 

mother. Before it’s too late.” 
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“Too late for what?” Arms stretched in front of him, he cracked his knuckles like popcorn 

exploding in hot oil. Muttering, waffling, like he was scolding himself. “What’s the matter, Les? 

What’s wrong?” He picked up the bottle of ale, swished it from side to side, considered the 

contents, considered what to say next. Considered me. 

 

“It ain’t me that’s the matter, pet. It’s you.” I stood, Babs’ lead tight in my hand. I wasn’t having 

it. I’d had enough of Dave and Lorraine telling me what I could and couldn’t do, ordering me 

about, telling me I was bad. 

 

“I haven’t done anything wrong.” Tears threatened, my voice high. He put his hands on my 

shoulders. 
 
 

“No, pet, you haven’t. It’s what you’re going to do that’s the problem.” 
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Chapter Seven 
 

Dad and I used to love this view: the dip between the hills which hide the sea, sunk like a deep 

laughter line in the landscape, the fields rolling either side, yellow with rape seed in May, 

stacked with hay bales in September, iron-brown and fallow in the dead winter months. Birds 

galore swooping and diving, swallows returning in the spring darting like paper planes high in 

the upper winds, while rooks grouped and cawed to mark the end of the summer and the 

drawing in of the evenings when the clocks went back. Tiny wrens moved invisibly amongst the 

wild hedgerows, shaking the foliage as they hunted for food and hid from keen-eyed kestrels 

with 20/20 vision, owning the vast blue skies. But then one day, we were walking a listless Babs 

in the dry heat of a parched August afternoon. A magpie was pecking at a dried-up rabbit 

carcass in the cow parsley at the side of the lane. It was really going for it, pulling its neck back 

to draw out a shrivelled sinew of still-edible meat. The magpie leapt into the air as a yellow 

council van trundled past, dust and debris catching in the slipstream as the wheels span round 

the bend. Hungry for its rotting meal, the lone magpie descended too soon and was dragged 

into the back wash. It disappeared. The van drove on, leaving a cloud of dust in its wake, as well 

as the remains of the magpie, squashed and bursting red everywhere, the sinew still hanging 

from its fractured beak. I was traumatised, couldn’t stop crying, especially when dad told me 

that he wouldn’t be coming home with me, that him and mum were over. The view was never 

quite the same for me afterwards. One for sorrow and all that. 

 

The early morning was freezing, frosty cobwebs hanging off the hedgerow and the stars still 

bright as we trudged up the dead-end lane, past the school and over the stile into the long field, 

frozen, comatose under a layer of frost. A kestrel soared overhead, then hovered like its engine 

had sputtered to a halt over a figure on the far side. The frozen early morning did nothing to 

dampen Babs’ spirits, as we walked around the field boundary, Babs sniffing and rolling around 

in unspeakable things that left very nasty-smelling brown streaks on her fur. I could see the 

figure kicking about in the leaf mulch left behind long after the crispy brown leaves had shed 

months before. It stood straight, looked at its hand, wiping it on its trousers. The figure 

scrambled into the row of trees that stood behind, kicking at leaves and throwing them until 

they made a heap like a long barrow under the roots. Hands in pockets, head downward and 

then it stopped. It was a male. 
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“Alright, Budgie?” Babs pawed his leg and gave him a big waggy tail. He reached down his 

grubby fingers to tickle her. They left small streaks of blood on her fur and I could see he had 

loads of small cuts on his hands as he wiped them on his combat trousers and stuffed them into 

the pockets of his filthy old Parka. 

 

“Alright?” He didn’t look up, couldn’t meet my eye. His greasy brown curls created a curtain of 

sorts over his eyes, but did nothing to hide that purple bruise I had seen the night before. It was 

bigger, blacker and stuck out like swollen lips cradling his half-closed eye. An awkward silence. 

 

“What you up to?” 
 
 

He stared at the ground. “Not a lot. What you doing out so early?” 
 
 

“Couldn’t sleep. Thought we’d go for an early morning walk. Babs needed…” I looked around but 

Babs was off under the trees, snuffling about in the pile of leaves, gremlin ears forward and 

pawing at the ground. “I was wondering, what do you know about moths?” I fished the dusty 

body out of my pocket. “I think it’s a moth. There were loads of them, it was really weird…” 

 

“Get away! Leave it! Can’t you keep your dog under control?” Budgie threw himself at the pile. I 

was right behind him. A piece of black netting had taken Babs’ interest, thick but sort of 

delicate, like a substantial hair net. 

 

“Babs, please. Get out of it.” She wriggled away as I grabbed at her collar, still pawing at the pile 

of leaves and the net beneath, which had now hooked round her dew claw. The pile of leaves 

exploded, and Babs shot backwards right into my lap, alarmed at the sudden movement. I pulled 

the net away from her claw and checked there was no damage done. The leaves had scattered 

revealing a rectangular board of plywood the size of a pillow. There on the board, like a mouse 

in a trap, lay a kestrel, flapping, pecking and clearly in distress. 

 

“What the hell, Budgie? What the HELL?” The kestrel became still, terrified, awaiting its fate at 

the jaws of a huge white American Bulldog who wouldn’t hurt a fly. 
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“What is this? Why…?” I hadn’t lost it for years, not since I was a kid. It would only result in a 

slap from Lorraine, a stint in the cupboard or “Don’t tease old Dave, darlin’. You know I like it 

when you get feisty.” But this one, this one I couldn’t deal with. This one wasn’t about me. But 

before I gave Budgie another facial beauty, I pulled back the wire that held the net and kicked at 

the makeshift springs keeping it in place. A dead mouse flew through the air into the brambles. 

Babs followed close behind. The kestrel, dazed but now free to leave, shook out it wings then 

hopped, wobbling like a drunk into the line of trees and out of sight. 

 

“You nasty…” My arm swung back, ready to strike. “Budgie?” He was pathetic, lying on the 

ground in the foetal position, sobbing and saying ‘I’m sorry’ over and over and over again. I’m a 

sucker for tears, I’d cried enough of them myself. What was I supposed to do? 

 

“Budgie.” Both our heads snapped up. “Budgie.” Silence, statues, frozen. “BUDGIE!” 
 
 

A figure appeared out of the black, a pale ghost in a white nightdress, long brown hair to her 

waist flying about her as she floated towards us. That was enough weirdness for me, I was on 

my feet and ready to run but the ghost skidded to a halt, bent forward, her hands on her wellies 

and panting with the effort of running the full length of the field. 

 

“Don’t tell her, don’t tell her, don’t tell her,” Budgie repeated. Was he talking to me? I shot a 

glance at the newly-arrived ghost. She really was very pretty; the beautiful long brown hair 

parted in the middle, huge almond eyes, button nose. There was something very familiar about 

her. I couldn’t put my finger on it… 

 

“Of course I’m not going to tell her.” Her breathing had slowed enough for her to speak. “Who 

the hell is she? And why is she sniffing round you so early in the morning?” Her pretty face was 

furious, jealousy contorting, giving her lines and making her look much older and uglier than she 

was. “Well? Who the hell are you?” I felt the old anxiety creep in, the butterflies taking flight. 

That stare, her stare, the way she spoke, it felt like I was back at home with Lorraine. 
 
 

“It’s okay, sweetheart, it’s okay, she’s just walking her dog. She’s the one I told you about, the 

one with the dog, the one Tommy likes.” Tommy. The bloke from the burnt-out car. My 

stomach flipped as the information sank in. Somebody, a boy, likes me. Fortunately, the idea 
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that someone other than Budgie might be interested in me had a magic effect. Her face relaxed 

into a smile and she stuck out her hand. 

 

“Hi, I’m Lottie. Just like to be sure he’s behaving himself, you know what men are like.” I shook 

her hand, a good, firm handshake. She bent down, wrapped her arms around Budgie and kissed 

his head. He sagged into her, running his rough blood-flecked hands through her beautiful hair. 

He adored her, she adored him. I’d never seen a couple being so at ease with each other; Mum 

and Dave were more likely to be throwing things at each other, least of all insults. “I saw you 

through my bedroom window. Well, rather I saw the dog in the dark. I’ve got binoculars, Budgie 

gave them to me.” She smiled at me, her teeth the only imperfection on her otherwise perfect 

face, crooked front teeth from sucking a thumb (I knew, mine had been the same before I had 

had my brace). But they suited her, stamping her face with an authentic quirkiness that couldn’t 

be imitated. 

 

“What are we going to do?” His voice was high, cracked with despair. 
 
 

“Sh, sh, sh.” She moved his head from her snot-soaked cardi and held his face in her hands. “I 

think it’s time,” she said. I shuffled from one foot to the other in the cold, Babs’ lead in my hand, 

not sure whether I should stay or go. 
 
 

“I’m really sorry… about the kestrel…I should have…” Lottie looked up at me, her hands still 

cradling Budgie’s face. 

 

“It’s not your fault. It’s really not. I think,” she looked back at Budgie, “we needed this wake-up 

call.” He nodded, his eyes wider, hopeful. She turned back to me. Budgie dragged his coat sleeve 

over his eyes, ran his fingers through his curls and cleared his throat. 

 

“I’m sorry about this. It’s not what it looks like. I hate doing it.” He was ashamed. 
 
 

“Then why do, you? I mean that poor kestrel…” They heaved themselves off the frozen ground, 

Lottie smoothing down her nightdress, flustered, embarrassed. 
 
 

“It’s for my mother. She makes him do it. For money.” 
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“I don’t understand. You mean she pays you?” 
 
 

“No, it’s worse than that. I’m fifteen, Budgie is eighteen. She says she’ll tell the police we’ve 

been…you know…underage and all that. If he doesn’t trap the birds for her. He’d go to prison.” 

The penny dropped. 
 
 

“Edna? Edna’s your mum.” She snapped. 
 
 

“Yeah, and? Don’t stick your nose in where it don’t belong. What’s any of this got to do with you 

anyway?” Her face was livid, even in the dark of the morning, sticking her finger in my face, 

barking like a dog at a postman. Two could play that game. Babs gave her a good telling off and 

to my utter disgust, Lottie raised her leg back to deliver a kick. “Tell that thing to back off or I’ll 

do it for you.” What the hell had got into her? It was like she had two personalities. Maybe she 

was ill but whatever the problem, NO-ONE threatens Babs… From across the field, a light flicked 

on and off, on and off, on and off. Lottie froze. “I’ve got to go.” Her eyes were wide as she and 

Budgie exchanged anxious looks and she set off back across the field, Budgie not far behind her. 

 

“Come round,” he shouted. “Later. Flat next to Edna’s. Bring that moth.” They disappeared into 

the black, Babs chewed the dead mouse from the bird trap like a piece of fudge and I, I was just 

tired, very tired and very confused. I’d go round later. It’s not like I had anything else to do. 
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Chapter Eight 
 

Edna’s flat was the top half of an old terrace. It was surrounded by a rotting wooden balcony, 

wound tightly with all colours of tinsel, dividing her territory from that of Reg’s next door. She’d 

chosen to line the outside walls with gaudy decorations; brightly painted plaster birds, shell 

decorations, wind chimes, little flags like you get in the children’s graveyard up at the hospital, 

little shrines to those whose plaques and gravestones told of them being ‘born asleep’ or other 

soothing lies. I recognised the pram outside, positioned to catch the feeble rays of winter sun, a 

big Silver Cross one, the same one the woman had been pushing outside the shop when she 

went past with Jason. Nothing moved, I thought it was empty. It was quite cold but the front 

door was open, the reek of TCP wafting through the stripy plastic curtain strips, like the ones 

you get in a butcher’s shop to stop the flies from getting in. From inside the flat I could hear 

chirping and a woman chatting. 

 

“There’s a good boy, Joey. That’s right, come and have your Trill. Get down, Tiddles. You can 

have your foodies in a minute. Tiddles. I said get down. Leave Joey alone. Right, that’s it.” A cat 

hissed and meowed loudly and the front door flew open. “Go on, get out of it! You can bloomin’ 

well stay out there until you learn to behave!” And out flew the overweight fluffy black and 

white mog in a cloud of pale blue feathers, its legs scrambling in mid-air, claws out as it caught 

the blue canvas roof of the pram. It was the same cat that Babs had chased under the gate two 

nights ago and I had to pull at her lead to keep her from leaping onto the pram after it. The door 

slammed and from inside the pram came a cry. There was a baby in there. Tiddles hissed at the 

kid as it whinged, grizzling at the rude awakening. Tiddles raked its outstretched paw across the 

kid’s face. The kid screamed and Tiddles full-on went for it, hissing, wailing, fur flying, the lot, 

the kid taking a proper beating. Maybe it was like the straw that broke the camel’s back to 

Tiddles, the noise of a whimpering, defenceless little kid. I mean, I like cats but Tiddles was 

something else. 

 

The door snapped open again. “Tiddles. You little bastard. Oh, bloomin’ hell.” Edna appeared in 

a pink frilly apron, her vest stained orange under the arms, crispy with sweat that let the cotton 

split and freeing the hair that had likely never seen a razor. She threw the cat onto the floor and 

it scuttled off through the open front door of Reg’s place. She picked up the poor kid who was 

by this time screaming its little head off. The inside of the pram was a blood bath. Edna wiped 
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the kids face with a dirty tissue dug from her apron pocket and hurried it inside. “Don’t worry, 

pet. We’ll clean you up. Flippin’ Tiddles, the little ratbag.” 
 
 

It didn’t seem such a good time to call for Budgie. I nearly jumped out of my skin when Tiddles 

flew through the air and out the door of Reg’s place. 

 

“Not now, Tiddles, for crying out loud!” It was Budgie’s voice. I needed to speak to him so I 

scaled the flimsy divide between the two flats, poking my head round the door frame. 
 
 

“Alright?” Budgie stopped in his tracks, quickly checked the balcony from left to right then 

grabbed the edge of my Parka. 
 
 

“Quick. Get in before anyone sees you. Through here.” Budgie triple locked the door, yanked a 

tatty brown velvet curtain over the glass and shoved me into the living room. 
 
 

“Did you see what just happened with that baby? That cat nearly scratched his eyes out.” 
 
 

“The baby? You mean Davey?” Budgie moved a couple of grubby pillows, clearing a space on 

one of the armchairs. “He’s not a baby, he’s nearly five, he’s just a bit weedy, hardly speaks. 

Always got a cough or a cold or chicken pox or something. Edna’ll just say it’s a rash. She always 

manages to sweet-talk Janice when stuff like this happens. Diddums’ to Tiddles, he’s a toerag. 

Always going for Edna’s birds.” 

 

“You mean this isn’t the first time?” A hatch in the wall between the living room and the kitchen 

burst open and the staring nipper from the car appeared inside it with two mugs of tea. Budgie 

took the mugs, cleared a sleeping bag off the sofa and flopped himself down. 

 

“Do you want a brew?” He handed me a mug. “Nah, but Janice is terrified of losing her kid. 

Jason’s got a different dad and she’s had another two taken off her by Social Services. Edna 

vouches for her every time and no one else will look after little Davey. They always think he’s 

contagious, which he normally is.” He came in, Budgie’s friend Tommy, tall and gangly and 

wearing round glasses with his own mug of tea. “This is Tommy.” Tommy’s face went bright red 
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and he stared at the floor. “What’s your name again?” Typical boys, couldn’t remember your 

birthday, let alone your name. 

“Destiny. And this is Babs. Is this your flat?” Tommy and Budgie both spluttered on their tea. 

“Nah, well, this is where we kip. There’s not much room at Edna’s. The spare room’s full up at 

the moment. This is Reg’s place. He lets us stay here when he’s out of town on…errr…business.” 

They looked at each other then at me. “He goes up to Portobello once a week to sell...stuff.” 

 

“That’s nice of him. How come he lets you stay?” 
 
 

“He’s knocking off Edna, isn’t he? And I can’t stand the old cow so the more time I can spend 

here, the better.” They made themselves comfortable, both pairs of feet resting on the coffee 

table, amongst the used matches, dirty cutlery and plates. Babs was snoring gently, having made 

herself comfortable on the floor next to Tommy. She was obviously quite at home. “‘Ere, what 

were you going to say about that moth? Tommy’s an expert on moths and butterflies, ain’t ya?” 

Tommy blushed another thousand shades of purple again and nodded. “What’s the matter with 

you? I ain’t never seen him like this. I think he likes you.” Budgie squirmed as Tommy’s elbow 

dug its way into his stomach. “Let’s have a look.” I fished in my pocket for the moth and placed 

it on the table between an overflowing glass ashtray and a pamphlet about The Common 

Market, whatever that was. Tommy poked the moth, gently picked it up and held it in the palm 

of his hand. His face drained of embarrassment, he became quite animated. “This, my darlin’, is 

a Herald Moth.” He leapt up and took a seat on the arm of my chair so I could watch him. 

“Although why it was out flying at this time of year…where did you say you found it?” I told 

them about my visit to the shop and the swarms that appeared from nowhere. Tommy frowned 

and slid towards me, forcing my arse across the lumpy cushion of the armchair. “That’s strange.” 

He poked the moth and a small cloud of its dust landed on the table. He was leaning on me now, 

forcing me to move and slithered his way into the seat with me. Budgie looked on, mouth 

gaping and let out an amused snort. 

 

“What?” Tommy took the opportunity to show his confusion at Budgie’s actions by chucking an 

arm round me. Now it was my turn to blush. He smelt lovely, of clean, of soap, that green Fairy 

stuff that my Nan used to wash her face with at the kitchen sink in the morning. 
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“You got a boyfriend?” Budgie asked. I smiled, wondering whether ‘no’ meant I was unpopular, 

but knowing that I didn’t want to say ‘yes’ and put him off. From somewhere in the flat was the 

most awful screech. 

 

“What the hell was that?” Budgie and Tommy sat staring at me wide-eyed and frozen. 

“What? What was it? Budgie, you said you wouldn’t…” I was already in the passageway, opening 

doors to the airing cupboard, the toilet, the bedroom… 

 

“Don’t go in there.” But it was too late. The room was dark, stuffy, the curtains pulled despite 

the brightness of the day. A musty smell, stale air and something else, something old, decaying. 

“Don’t turn the light…” I turned the light on. The dark burgundy walls and matching carpet made 

the room claustrophobic and what seemed like hundreds of glass cases, framed by wood, 

floated on the walls, on the sideboard, the bedside tables, everywhere. Eyes, hundreds of pairs 

of shiny eyes flashed from under the tassled lampshade: a moth-eaten crow with a mouse in its 

beak; a blackbird, its neck at an unnatural angle in mid-call; a huge buzzard, its sparsely- 

feathered wings spread; a beakless chaffinch in a miniature bird bath. Birds galore nestled 

amongst bits of twig and moss trapped in the glass cases, absolutely still. All quite still, a terrible 

display of nature, a warning to careless birds who were too fixated on the worm. Resting in the 

middle of the bed was an empty case, a brown parcel label, in black ink neatly written ‘Pica pica 

– common magpie’. 
 
 

That screech again, summoning me through the one unopened door in the hall. Clear plastic 

sheets covered the floor, walls, ceiling, a bare bulb dangling from a punctured hole. At the far 

end by the blanketed window was a work bench, a basic pasting table with the chunkiest Swiss 

Army knife I’d ever seen, a carving knife and three tubes of superglue, all neatly lined up and 

two pairs of yellow rubber gloves. Underneath the pasting table was a beautiful finely carved 

wooden bird cage, stained with blood and pocked with scratch marks. Trapped inside was a 

single magpie, the bluey-ink of its wings dulled in the cramped and claustrophobic space. A wide 

metal ring circled its neck and attached to this was a rusty chain, in turn fixed to a spike gouged 

into the cage. 

 

“You weren’t supposed to see this.” Budgie’s voice was quiet, feeble, ashamed. 
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“You don’t flipping say.” I snatched at the cage, fiddling with the catch to let the distressed bird 

out. 
 
 

“No, don’t. It can’t get away. Reg’ll kill us. We’re going to have to do this now, Tommy.” The 

poor bird flapped and pulled but the chain stopped it from flying anywhere. It was exhausted, 

terrified and covered in its own crap. “This is going to be a nightmare to clean up.” Tommy’s 

offhand comment left me cold and it was all I could do not to slap his worried little face. 

Meanwhile Budgie had bundled the bird back in the cage, holding it under one arm while he 

opened a black bin bag. 

 

“What are you doing?” Tommy held the gaping bin bag, trying to keep the opening as square as 

possible and slid it over the cage, twisting the top to keep it closed and dragged it into the 

kitchen. Budgie whacked Tommy’s arm. “I’ve told you before, don’t drag it. You don’t want to 

damage it.” He picked the cage up and carefully lifted it onto the table. Tommy grabbed the 

clipped tube bulging out of the back of the gas stove. There was a whiff of gas and Budgie 

shoved open the windows, sending washing up liquid and glass milk bottles clattering into the 

sink. 

 

“Ready?” Tommy nodded and Budgie poked the hose inside. There was a loud hiss as the gas 

escaped. They looked at the floor as the bag inflated and the contents flapped and cried. I saw 

Budgie’s eyes raise beneath his brows, watching the flinching second hand on the wall clock. 

Tick. Tick. Tick. At fifteen seconds, the flapping stopped. At thirty seconds, Budgie took the pipe 

out and fixed it to the back of the oven. Taking a deep lungful of air, he held his breath and 

opened the top of the bin bag. He tipped the cage and something light fell against the side. 

Tommy nodded. Budgie returned the nod. I threw myself out of the kitchen, fumbled with the 

front door but couldn’t unlock it and puked my guts up all over the door mat, obliterating the 

ultimate wisdom that read, ‘Oh, Lord, it’s hard to be humble when you’re perfect in every way.” 

It wasn’t just the fumes that made me sick. 
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Chapter Nine 

 
Les Driscoll knew. He knew what Budgie and Tommy were doing with those poor birds. He knew 

what Edna and Reg were up to and he’d done nothing about it. Seems like he had sent me to do 

his dirty work instead. Too scared, that was his trouble, the pathetic loser. Too scared to face up 

to his responsibilities, to do the right thing. Seemed to me that he wouldn’t know ‘the right 

thing’ if it offered him a drink in the club. Couldn’t even take responsibility for his own kids. 

Well, stuff him, telling me what to do all the time. I wanted to walk and I wanted to walk by the 

cliffs. He could take his warnings of dangerous fog and wotnot, of things being ‘for your own 

good’ and shove it. I’d had it all my life: ‘do this’, ‘don’t do that’, ‘because I say so’. As far as I 

could see, so-called adults only wanted what was best for them, whatever made life easier for 

them, regardless of the cost. Les was just like Lorraine and Dave; a good-time Charlie. 

 

My hair was ratty and clinging to my face in the damp but I wasn’t cold: I’d been stomping so 

much that I’d worked up a sweat. Babs was oblivious to my foul mood, more interested with 

snuffling in the grass, rolling in unspeakable things and spinning round in circles like the hands of 

a clock, chasing things that I couldn’t see in the lurking mist. Stupid Les: “Don’t go past the 

fields, don’t go into the mist, don’t go to the beach.” What did he expect me to do, walk Babs on 

a lead round a local shopping mall? Chance would be a fine thing on this Godforsaken lump of 

rock. Maybe I should get her a giant hamster wheel to exercise in or any other ridiculous 

nonsense that Les might just approve of. I stomped on until I was breathless. We were going 

uphill, only very slightly but a small increase in gradient over a long period of time can take its 

toll. I wiped at the furious tears slithering down my cheeks and stopped for a bit, catching my 

breath and mentally calming myself down. Where was Babs? I’d been so caught up in my mental 

ravings that I hadn’t seen where she’d gone. I’d lost all sense of direction and also, it seemed, 

my dog. My heart raced and my breath came even quicker. Perhaps this was what Les had 

meant. Perhaps he was right and I would never find my way back home. 

 

“Babs.” 
 
 

A faint bark. Another one. There was a brightness ahead of me, a whiter, lighter patch in the 

thick fog. Much to my relief, Babs’s barking grew louder and I could see her shrouded figure 

come into focus as the fog thinned slightly. It was brighter now, so much so that I had to shield 
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my eyes against the light. Waves. The gentle lull of waves and suddenly I was frightened: Les 

had told me in no uncertain terms not to go to the beach. Could we have walked that far? A 

slight warmth on my face from the break in the fog. Babs was barking at me now, insistent. I 

squinted in the welcome sunlight, found her with a stick by her feet, tail wagging like a crazy 

pendulum. 

 

It was a normal beach, a shingle beach, and from up here on the cliffs, I could almost see the 

mainland. Looking along the coast, fog lay like a blanket where the quay would have been and 

across The Sabres, fog punctuated by flashing lights, red and blue like a parked ambulance or 

fire engine, loads of colours winking through the shroud like lighthouses warning against danger. 

The other way was nothing but cliffs and bays, completely inaccessible except by water. 

 

I chucked Babs’ stick and off she went leaping after it, her back legs so thin for her bulky body 

size, like a little deer. Stick retrieved, she stopped and looked over her shoulder, waiting for 

permission to go…where? The cliff path continued on but there was a choice, a second way, a 

track, really, orange sand and rusty barbed wire indicating its path. It was overgrown with gorse, 

covered in the chalk that formed the cliffs round here and dropped steeply down so I couldn’t 

see beyond, clearly not used for years. Cliff erosion more than likely. Peeping over the edge, I 

could see a sign, wooden, peeling white paint, wood bleached a dead grey by the elements: 

‘DANGER! No entry’, something indecipherable, something… ‘injury’… something, something… 

‘Parish Council 1974’. On the stretch of path beyond the sign were rusty cans and broken 

bottles, faded crisp bags, smooth bits of driftwood; just a rubbish dump. Just a rubbish dump 

populated with moths: they flew in and out of view, hovering over the gorse, fluttering around 

the sign, never landing, never keeping still. I didn’t like it. I didn’t like them. 

 

“No, Babs, stay.” But she couldn’t help herself, slithered under the corroded barbed wire and 

disappeared beneath the overhang. Damn. I’d have to go down and get her. The sign said ‘no 

entry’ and must have been there for a reason. I really didn’t want to go down, down the disused 

path that led to goodness knows where but what choice did I have? I leant over, caught the tip 

of a waggy tail followed by a sharp bark. An echoey bark. Odd. Another echoey bark. And 

another. I slid down across the orange sand and chalky lumps, ripping my Parka on the barbed 

wire, yelped as I passed through the pile of rubbish and then a ledge, unseen from the cliff top 

and shielded from the edge by low growing, patchy gorse. Phew. 
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“Come on, Babs. Where are you?” 
 
 

Babs was silent except for a vague echoey rasping ‘sniff sniff sniff.’ I turned towards the cliff face 

but it wasn’t a cliff face at all. Corrugated iron, rusty and covered in graffiti, anarchy signs and 

‘Bay City Rollers’ partially covering a hole, pitch black. The darkness didn’t bother Babs, she was 

investigating, rustling among the debris that lay inside. It smelt of stale, an old smell, earthy and 

not unpleasant. Rustling, fluttering, a cloud of dust as out from the black hole came a stream of 

flying things, disturbed by Babs’ sudden invasion, the same as the swarm from the shop, the 

same as the stragglers by the rubbish. I pulled up my hood as the cloud of moths shot out of the 

entrance and into the bright light of the outside world, ticking and fluttering away from the 

gloomy dankness inside the chalk. A couple of stragglers fluttered past after the mass exodus 

had finished and I stepped inside. I couldn’t see a thing. I turned towards the entrance, checking 

that there was still a way out, reassured by the captured view of the sea, seagulls wheeling, 

white tips of the waves fresh in the sea breeze, all framed by the mouth of the small cave, the 

flapping corrugated iron and the gorse bushes beyond. With the reassuring light of a torch, it 

would have been a lovely place to come and sit in the rain, no one to nag you. They would never 

find you. 

 

Another bark from further inside and, as my eyes got used to the darkness, I could make out the 

litter: a huge, straight-edged can labelled ‘Watney’s Party Seven Bitter’; hundreds of soft 

cigarette butts; an empty glass bottle of Babycham; an upturned plastic Corona crate; a copy of 

The Sporting Times, December 1977, the name ‘Driscoll’ marked in the corner of the yellowing 

paper, black ink fingerprints smudged across where someone had flicked the pages. Someone. 

 

Something bumped my head, making me jump. I pushed it away, suspended from the ceiling, a 

few moths fluttering around its bulk. It swivelled and turned in the salty breeze, creaking as it 

pulled on its tether in the ceiling. A feeble sunbeam struggled through the mouth of the cave, 

briefly bouncing off the fluorescent yellow attached to the lump above me. As the sunbeam 

tracked down through the clouds and across the swivelling shape, I realised… 
 
 

“Les!” What had he done? I shook him. Nothing. “Les!” Babs was going mad, barking, jumping 

up at his dangling legs, scraping at his Hi Vis jacket.  I had to get help and instinctively reached 
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for my phone which I remembered was somewhere safe on the mainland, thanks to Lorraine. 

“Les, can you hear me?” The ‘Corona’ crate; it lay directly under his suspended feet. I used it as 

a stool, just like he must have done, and shaking his shoulders, I could see how he had attached 

a rope around his neck to the ceiling of the cave, hooked it around some reliably thick tree 

roots. I listened for his breathing. Everything was silent. Utter silence. I put my hand up to touch 

his face, to try and feel some sign of life but the hood was zipped up to the end and I couldn’t 

find a way in. I fumbled for the zip, dragging the reluctant rusty metal back to release his head. 

It lolled forward, his impossibly patchy thin hair exposing the shiny scalp beneath. Gently, I 

pushed his head back, knowing that this would open his airways if I had to give him mouth-to- 

mouth but my breath caught in my throat. I would have tried to save the stupid old git but I was 

too late. Several decades too late by the look of his grinning skull. 
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Chapter Ten 
 

The door smashed open, bouncing off the pile of post behind it, ringing the bell like a warning 

alarm. The room was silent. I don’t mean quiet, I mean silent like the room itself had been 

caught doing something naughty and taken a sharp intake of breath. 

 

“Where are you?” Babs nosed around by the crisps, chancing a split packet. As luck would have 

it, a packet of Frazzles had burst and she settled down with the open bag between her paws, 

occupied for at least the next five minutes. I could smell cigarette smoke, not strong, nothing 

burning in the ashtray, but it hadn’t been long since he’d left. I leant over the counter, dangling 

my feet as I peered over the edge, expecting to see him hiding from me, knowing that I knew 

what he knew. But it was empty, except the threadbare piece of filthy carpet parcel-taped to 

the floor and a stack of papers, expertly tied with string and ready to go back to the print the 

next morning. Was he out the back? I would have heard him, I’m sure. He couldn’t go ten 

seconds without a rattly cough, let alone without lighting a fag. If he was hiding out there…. 

Fight or flight, I had to know. I had to know what I had just seen. I lifted the hinged flap of the 

counter painfully, slowly and tiptoed into the area forbidden to customers. Packets of plasters, 

posters saying ‘go to work on an egg’ and ‘Join the Tufty Club’ showing a squirrel in yellow 

trousers and a blue jacket, something about road safety. There were leaflets on decimalisation, 

inky finger prints all covered in the dust and debris of cigarettes. But no Les. The door through to 

the back was open, a light shining through the barred window, a piece of black bin liner 

buffeting in the icy breeze. Should I? Dare I? I did. I pushed the door closed behind me as I went. 

There wasn’t much room out the back and my foot collided with a metal bucket covered with 

the side of a cardboard box. Its contents slopped against the sides and smelt sickeningly of the 

boys toilets. Stacks of magazines and newspapers, shelves of bricks and planks held surplus 

stock – Tate and Lyle sugar, Robinson’s marmalade, Typhoo tea, as advertised by smoking 

monkeys - all shadowed and silhouetted in the dark. A rat scurried but there was no Les. What 

would have been the cupboard under the stairs was at the back of the room, the old stairway to 

the flat above clearly marked in the crumbly brickwork. I fumbled against the sticky wall trying 

to find a light switch, yelped as something light and stringy touched my hand. For goodness 

sake, get a grip. The cord illuminated a desk under a bare bulb, an old shabby desk, wooden 

with scratches and black ink smudges. The scratches on the desk, they had a pattern to them, 

recognisable as numbers and letters: ‘JL, 1654’, and ‘WJ, 1899’, ‘LD, 1977’, smeared black with 
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time and ink from the well in the corner of the desk where there lay a book. It was a large 

volume, the size of The Times all stretched out, with a cracked brown spine and well-thumbed 

corners. I carefully lifted the cover and on the inside in neat black handwriting: 

 

Oh Sacred Spirit, who didst brood 

Upon the chaos dark and rude, 

Who bad’st its angry tumult cease 

And gavest light, and life and peace: 

Oh hear us when we cry to Thee  

For those in peril on the sea! 

 

There were four columns per page and the book was as thick as a Bible at least. Page one 

started with a sepia picture of a man with a beard and light eyes, apparent from the pale brown 

they appeared in the picture. He wore a bow tie and a three-piece suit, his hair parted neatly to 

one side. The book stated his name as Walter Javentry, born 1874, died in 1899, while date of 

witness, whatever that meant, stated 14th December 1899. It was all a little macabre for my 

liking. The photos were small like passport photos and as I turned the thick pages, skipping some 

here and there, so thin was the paper I realised that the dates moved on from 1899. I stopped at 

a page, titled RMS Titanic. It had a list of 1514 names, all numbered, all with different dates of 

birth, the same date of death but different dates of witness. There were oldies, parents, kids my 

age, babies even, some dressed in posh clothes, others in practically rags. Goosebumps came 

over me like a net over fish and although I felt the urge to look up at the glass pane in the door 

to the shop, my body refused, like a child too scared to look in the wardrobe. I was freezing, 

could see my own shallow breaths coming out in little clouds. I stuffed my hands in my pockets. 

They were wet. In fact, my entire Parka was sodden. Smoke coiled through the dark room like a 

charmed snake and from the very corner of my unwilling eyes I saw the red glow of a cigarette 

butt behind the glass in the door to the shop. I didn’t need to turn my head. I knew it was him. 

 

“Let me in, pet.” But I didn’t want to. All the anger I had felt earlier about Budgie, Lottie, Edna 

and Les himself had grown and changed like a vast, black murmuration of starlings, swooping 

and merging and changing course, headed directly at me from the moment I’d seen him in the 

cave, until it had become inky black terror. 
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“No,’ I whispered, my voice disabled like in nightmare. 
 
 

“Just let me in, pet, it’ll be easier for all of us.” There was desperation in his voice, pleading. 

“Destiny, you’ve got to let me in. We can talk. We can have a brew.” But I couldn’t. I wouldn’t 

talk and I didn’t want a flipping brew. “Okay, have it your way.” The smoke became thicker. He 

raised the fag to his mouth and blew out the smoke as if in slow motion. His cigarette hand was 

my side of the door and then it wasn’t. He moved forward, his forehead resting against the glass 

and my brain switched to ‘mode’ as I looked down at his leg – my side of the door. He passed 

through the glass, like dry water, no shattering, no splintering of wood as his body moved 

through. But there wasn’t enough room for two back there so he decided to just stand there, 

half in, half out. “Go on then, you might as well have a look now. It’s the last entry.” He looked 

beat, with his sagging shoulders and wispy hair, close to tears. The book. 

 

“Just flamin’ get on with it woman, then you can go. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To leave 

here. To leave me. But you mark my words, it’s not what you think it’s going to be, oh no.” He 

rasped a stringy laugh. “You ain’t going home, right? You can’t ever go home. You’d better sit 

down for this one, pet.” 

 

His hand was firm on my shoulder, pushing me onto the stool. He was no longer the halfway 

man but fully present in the room, stooping like a hooked crone on a weather vane. 

 

Name: Destiny Tyler 

D.o.b: 11.09.1986 

D.o.d: 16.12.2002 

D.o.w: 
 
 

And there in the back, in the very last entry, was a school photo of me, the year that I’d had a 

perm and looked like a poodle, with my birthday and date of death. The date of witness was 

blank. That was it. Out poured the tears. 

 

“Les, you’re dead!” He spread his arms out, as if he was explaining something very simple to 

someone very stupid. 
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“So are you, pet, so are you!” 
 
 

“What is this book? What the hell is going on, Les?” 
 
 

“I don’t know, Destiny. I don’t flamin’ know.” He stopped, slumped onto a stack of papers and 

reached for his inhaler. “All I know is that after…after IT happened, after Edna spread her rumour 

about me and her, Cynthia wouldn’t let me see the girl. After that, well…” He trailed off. 

 
“What happened, Les?” 

 
 

“I could have done things differently. I was no angel. But it all got too much so I went down to where 

no one would find me and I …well, you know what I did. But afterwards, I found myself here, back in 

the shop. The new ‘owner’ if you like: meet the new boss, same as the old boss.” His laugh was 

hollow as he wiped at his eyes. “I just…I just miss them, that’s all. I get so lonely. I know I was a 

rotter to Cynthia but I loved my girl, my Sarah. Now I’m going to be on me flamin’ own for the rest of 

eternity. Literally.” He rolled his watery eyes and chanced a glance at me, checking whether the 

penny had dropped. It had. I got it. I understood. 

 

“So what about me?” 
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Chapter Eleven 
 

“What’s up, kid?” The lines in Budgie’s forehead showed genuine concern. He brushed the soil 

off his hands and stepped to one side. “Come in.” Tommy jumped up and put his arms round 

me. 

 

“Who’s upset you, Destiny? Tell me. No one upsets my girl.” Whether Tommy was angry, 

embarrassed or both, his now-purple face was fixed on the floor but his grip was strong on my 

shoulder and it felt nice. I wasn’t used to it, this feeling of safety, a weighty arm settled 

protectively round me, sheltering me. I wanted to look up at him, to catch his eye, touch his 

hand, swap a smile. And then I remembered. This was me. Nice things, things like this, don’t 

happen to me. They happen to everyone else. People don’t fancy you when you’re dead. 

 

Tommy must have seen my face fall. 
 
 

“Let’s have a brew.” I nodded, glad of the distraction although I knew I couldn’t tell him what 

Les had said. He’d think I was mad. Maybe I was. It didn’t really matter now. Through the wood- 

chipped walls next door, I could hear Edna, the old bag cooing and chirruping to her precious 

cockatiels. A fresh wave of despair flooded its way into my chest, as welcome as a wave of puke 

as I thought of the irony – how she loved her caged birds while next door, her and Reg 

blackmailed the boys into capturing and torturing wild birds for profit. My thoughts went back 

to that poor tattered peacock in the club. I wished I could stick Edna’s stuffed bonce there 

instead, with her smeared lipstick and permanent fag. She’d look a lot more attractive with her 

legs dangling like a Christmas turkey. She was still wittering on when we went to put the kettle 

on. 

 

“There’s a good boy, Joey. Well done, Terrence. There he is. Where’s my little boys? Come on, 

come and have a treaties from mummy…” 

 

“Hang on a sec and I’ll be out your way.” Budgie was patting down the soil on the top of a large 

plant pot in the kitchen sink, wiping away any rogue bits of dirt from the rim. I couldn’t help but 

wonder what he was planting at this time of year. 
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“He likes to bury the remains. It’s the least we can do.” Tommy nodded at Budgie as he fiddled 

with some string, tying it across a couple of sharpened sticks until they made a cross. He poked 

it into the pot. 

 

“That’ll go downstairs in the yard with the others. We’ve run out of room up here.” He grabbed 

the pot and nipped outside. From the kitchen window I watched him kneel and place the pot 

next to at least a dozen others. So many birds. So many crosses. 

 

Budgie leapt back up the stairs and into the kitchen where Tommy had picked the kettle up from 

the worktop. The scale swirled round inside. “Ugh.” He pulled a face and drained the chalky 

dregs into the sink when there was a sudden bellow from next door and he jumped out of his 

skin. 

 

“Why, you little...Budgie, get here now! The little so-and-so’s pecked my eye. I can’t see. 

BUDGIE!” She roared through the wall and we all froze, wide-eyed, Budgie and Tommy 

exchanging looks which definitely translated into something unspeakable. 

 

“Stay there,” Tommy shouted as he and Budgie bundled themselves out through Reg’s front 

door and into Edna’s. But I didn’t stay there. Edna’s front door slammed. I couldn’t see clearly 

through the mesh in the glass but what I could make out was Budgie scrambling around, running 

down the passageway. 

 

“Budgie, what’s going on?” 

“Go, Destiny, go away.” 

“Where’s that bloomin’ cat? I’ll teach Joey a lesson.” Through the letter box, I could see her 

bend down, one hand covering the left side of her face, bloody fluid sliding down from the 

gristly mess where her eye had been. Meowing, hissing and growling as her free hand grabbed 

at a large black and white lump. Tiddles. “Budgie, open that flamin’ cage. Help me, I can’t see. 

Go on, in the cage you little …. I’ll teach you to peck me, Joey.” Edna, who told anyone who 

would listen how much she loved her dear little feathery boys, Joey and Terrence, was going to 

put the most vicious cat in the world in their cage and then stand back and watch the drama 
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unfold through her one functioning eye. The kitchen window flew open sending little flower 

pots of crosses crashing down the outside staircase. Budgie poked his head out from beneath 

the billowing net curtains. 

 

“Get away, Destiny, watch it…” Tommy scrammed, his Parka flying behind him like Batman’s 

cape, out the front door and back to Reg’s place. Budgie’s head disappeared from beneath the 

shrouded window. I heard a door creak open. From the hefty thudding and crashing, a furious 

Edna was still bellowing, ricocheting off the walls like a pinball as she tried to avoid the spitting 

Tiddles who, thankfully for the cockatiels, had taken offence at her manhandling him and trying 

to stuff him into their tiny cage. She roared as the cat dug and scrabbled at her already tattered 

face, gauging at her good eye as if he knew it had to be put out. Maybe Tiddles and Babs had 

something in common: Babs always went for her toys’ eyes first. It was a ritual and we’d been 

through countless ‘Teddy-No-Eyes’. 
 
 

Edna launched the black and white terror out the front door then stopped in her tracks, sniffing 

the air like a giant flabby pink mouse. Screeching, shrieking, squeaking, louder and nearer. Her 

eyes would have opened wide with terror if they had still worked. As it was they looked more 

like popped blisters, filled with half-set strawberry jelly and snotty eggs that trickled down her 

wobbling jowls. 

 

“Aah, get it away from me! Budgie, what the hell are you doing? What’s that smell? Reg’ll kill 

you.” 
 
 

An enormous thing banged against Reg’s kitchen window, squawking and flapping, ripping at 

the yellowing net curtains that billowed in the commotion. 

 

“Shut that window, you stupid boy. They’ll get out.” But Budgie just lifted up the net, ducked, 

and out flew a massive bird, a kestrel, closely followed by robins, blackbirds, finches, as well as 

poor Joey and Terrence. It was like someone had opened the door to an aviary. Slap! Edna’s lack 

of sight clearly did not affect her aim. Budgie’s face would be sporting another black eye before 

long. “What the bloomin’ hell did you do that for? You know what’ll happen now.” A clattering, 

the sound of metal on stone and a faint hiss as Tommy burst through Reg’s front door. 
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“Quick! Run!” 
 
 

“What in God’s name is going on? I’ve just seen stock flying overhead.” There at the gate stood 

Reg, wiping the beads of sticky sweat off his forehead after his walk up from the quayside, suitcase 

in hand on his return from Portobello. The three of us ducked in an attempt to slide under his 

arms and out the gate but he grabbed Budgie’s jacket. “I don’t think so, lad.” 

 

Edna was still yelling, trying to remove Tiddles who had now attached himself to her ankle. Closer 

to the edge of the balcony she shuffled until she finally prised the spitting cat off her leg and threw 

him over the side. Of course, cat’s always land on all four paws and Tiddles simply scuttled off out 

the gate but not before Reg had attempted a boot up his massive fluffy behind. 

 

“Reg? Reg, is that you? You’re not going to believe what’s happened.” But Edna, blinded now in 

both eyes by her dear Joey and darling Tiddles, had lost all sense of bearing. Reg let go of Budgie’s 

coat and ran for the stairs. 

 

“Edna, watch out, I’m coming.” Fag in hand, he reached the balcony just as a ragged buzzard 

streaked through the kitchen window and flew into Edna’s face. It wavered in mid-air but 

recovered itself and carried on, disappearing over the waste ground out of sight. Edna flailed her 

arms about, shouting for Reg but it was too late, she’d lost her footing. There was a crack as the 

rotting balcony struts gave way. Edna waved her arms about, trying to regain her balance but the 

more she flapped her feather-less bingo wings, the more the rotten wood split and splintered 

until it gave way completely. She plummeted like a lump of clay onto the paving slabs below, her 

pink apron a pathetic failed parachute. There was a distinctive ‘crack’, the sound of bones being 

fractured, as she landed on her back, the wooden crosses which marked the graves of all the wild 

animals that had been murdered pinning her arms in place like tent pegs. 

 

Reg’s beady eye twitched. We could all smell gas now. The fag glowed bright as it dangled from 

between his lips. 
 
 

“Run.” 
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Chapter Twelve 
 

Reg’s body was never fully recovered. It’s hard to piece a human corpse back together when it’s 

been blasted into a meat jigsaw. The firemen spent a freezing afternoon hosing him and 

particles of crumbling bricks off the windows and walls of the terrace that Edna’s flat had been 

part of. The drains in the street were blocked with old leaves and the litter that residents had 

stuffed down between the heavy iron drain grills, hoping to dispose of their rubbish while the 

bin men striked. The street ran red as slivers of Reg were washed away down the street and past 

the waste ground where we, Budgie, Tommy, Lottie and me, watched from the relative comfort 

of the burnt-out Escort. 

 

“He always said he had fingers in loads of pies.” Tommy laughed, his arm draped round my 

shoulder in the back seat. “Now he’s got fingers everywhere.” A loud snort from Budgie in the 

driver’s seat. Edna had been whisked off to hospital, her back broken and both her legs blown 

off above the knees in the gas explosion. They said she’d be alright. Wheelchair bound but 

alright. 

 

“The charity shops will do well out of her. She won’t be showing her legs off in those tarty short 

skirts now, will she? And if she expects me to wheel her to the club every night, she’s in for a 

nasty surprise.” Lottie folded her arms across her chest and nodded, satisfied that Edna would 

reap what she had sown. I had to agree, karma had definitely laughed a loud ‘I told you so’ 

in the old bag’s bewildered face. “Anyway, she’ll have to go in a home, won’t she, Budgie?” 
 
 

“Too right, she will. She’s not coming with us.” It hadn’t even occurred to me until then that 

Lottie and Budgie had both lost their homes too. Lottie patted the battered briefcase on her lap. 

 

“This’ll see us right, won’t it, Budge?” It was Reg’s, the one he’d been carrying when he strolled 

in through Edna’s garden gate for the final time in his sordid little life. The briefcase locks clicked 

as Lottie pressed the buttons, opening the lid to reveal stacks of notes. He’d done well selling his 

‘stock’ that day and Lottie couldn’t take her eyes off the neatly stacked bundles of grubby paper, 

her lips shiny with dribble. 

 

“Gis some cash, love, and I’ll go and get us some cans.” Like a kid snatching at sweets, Lottie had 
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that lid closed and locked and her fingers pressed hard into Budgie’s throat in less time than it 

took me and Tommy to draw the breath to gasp. Her long-lashed almond eyes narrowed like 

cracks in a window pane, crow’s feet suddenly deep around the corners, adding twenty years to 

her face. Her mouth puckered like a nervous dog’s arse as she spat out her warning. 

 

“This is MY money. You don’t look at it, you don’t talk about it, you don’t even dream about it. 

Got it?” Budgie’s eyes bulged pink and wide in his purpling face and he twitched a spasm of a 

nod. His empty lungs were parched as he gasped and choked and she nodded again, satisfied 

that he had caught her drift. It took Tommy and me a bit longer to start breathing again. 

 

“Budgie, are you alright, mate?” Budgie’s breathing lost its rasp as he nodded, his hands shaking 

in his lap. I watched Tommy shrink like a slug under salt as Lottie threw him a look. 
 
 

“Don’t be pathetic, Tommy. He’s a big boy now and he doesn’t need you to hold his hand. Do 

you, sweet?” Sweet. I’d heard that before. It’s what Edna had called Reg in the club. It’s what 

Lorraine called everyone but me. Budgie shook his floppy head, cheeks still red but not from lack 

of air. 

 

“Right.” She was back in the room, as they say, her face bright, her eyes shining, a genuine smile 

“Who wants some cans? My treat. Go on, Destiny. Go and get some cans.” 

 

* 
 
 

Les was hunched on his stool like a baby bird fallen out of a nest, his skin loose, pale eyes half 

closed, tufty hair, looking halfway between life and death. 

 

“The apple don’t fall far from the tree, kid. Like mother, like daughter.” Perhaps he was right. I 

remembered how nasty Lottie had been me when I first met her but after that she had seemed 

so, 

well, nice. 
 
 

“I’ve got to go, Les. Do you want to come and help us drink these? Tommy’s gone to nick some 

fags off his mum and I said I’d meet him back at the car.” My scarf. Where was my scarf? I must 
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have left it in the car. It was as if someone had blown him out like a flame. From out of the black 

at the back of the shop, the radio crackled into life. 

 

“Do you want to come with me? I’ve got to go, Les. I can’t leave my scarf.” He dragged his 

sleeve across his face and looked up at me, all watery eyes. 
 
 

“Just stay here with me, pet. Keep me company for a bit. Poor Mickey’s still wrapped up at the 

vets so I’m all on me own.” 

 

“Poor Mickey? What happened? Is he ok?” I was genuinely concerned. Les loved that cat like I 

loved my Babs. 
 
 

“He’s lost his back leg in that shenanigans at Edna’s. Blown clean off, fortunately for him. Vet 

says he’ll get used to walking on three. Go on, stay awhile with your old mate Les.” 

 

“Can’t, I’m meeting the others.” His mood perceptibly changed, I could feel it. He narrowed his 

eyes, all traces of tears gone, cold, blue and brimming with spite. He leant across the counter 

and whispered. 

 

“But you can’t, pet. You’re dead, remember?” 
 
 

That was enough. Losing his rag with me again? Nah, not again. He was mad, thought I was 

dead, thought HE was dead. I’d had enough. 
 
 

“Just shut up, you nasty old man! I’m not dead! I’m not dead! I’m NOT DEAD!” 
 
 

I ran. Straight out the shop, left the cans on the counter and scrammed. This place, these 

people were doing my head in. Stuff this. Stuff them. I’d get the ferry home. I was done. 
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Chapter Thirteen 
 

The sun was sinking, bleeding out an amber warning across the quay. It was bitterly cold, the 

wind whistling round the yacht masts making the rigging chime and ring like anxious voices 

carried away beyond help into the grey and fading afternoon. As the sun dipped quickly under 

the horizon’s rim, in set the gloom, even the street lights failed to lift the spirits of…well, there 

was only me, as usual. And Babs, of course, both of us shivering in the dregs of the day. The 

ticket office was open, though, and that was what we needed: tickets so we could get back 

home. Home. An interesting concept. What did it even mean? A coal fire, the smell of 

shepherd’s pie, condensation on the kitchen window, lights behind the net curtains, canned 

laughter from the TV and a good night’s sleep? Not for me it didn’t. I was dreading the short bus 

ride at the other end, the drawn-out walk up Walpole Road, down the slippery steps to the front 

door. Should I? Shouldn’t I? ‘Ding dong, I’m home, mum. Oh, I’ve missed you too. You need a 

hug? Coming right up. Happy new year, I love you too.’ Yeah, in another universe. But I couldn’t 

stay here. No dad, no home, just bullies, weaklings and a ‘dead’ old man with a massive chip on 

his shoulder. Better the devil you know, eh? 

 

“Single to the mainland, please.” The hefty red-cheeked man behind the ticket office counter 

looked at me as if I’d asked him to give me a doubly on his BMX across to the mainland. 
 
 

“Come off it, love. Where’ve you been the last few days?” He rubbed his hands together, his 

purple fingertips poking out the end of his fingerless gloves. Dark blue veins ran like a road 

system over his ruddy cheeks, his nose shoved onto his face like a giant crimson burr. His 

forehead was wet, clammy, the few strands of his comb-over sticking there in thin liquorice 

lines. “Sorry, love. I don’t feel so good.” He fiddled with his tie, loosened the top button of his 

‘Channel Link’ shirt and shakily unscrewed the top of a silver hipflask. “Don’t say anything, love. 

Medicinal, see? Now, what was it you were after?” 

“I want to go home.” 

“Well, that’s the problem, see, love. There’s no ferries heading out to the mainland and there 

hasn’t been since Tuesday, not since it happened.” I was confused. That was the day I came out 

here on the last ferry of the day. Nothing weird had happened. Not as far as I knew. 
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“You can go to France if you want, mind. That ferry’s about to go. It’s clear round The Sabres 

tonight but, well, I don’t know. Darned weather. That fog, it just creeps up on you, see? Like on 

Tuesday. Poor thing didn’t stand a chance. Still, there’s only one they haven’t recovered yet. 

Well, two if you count her dog as well. Poor kid.” I felt a bit sick, like I’d forgotten something, 

like when you forget to do your homework and you suddenly remember it when you walk into 

the classroom. He leant towards me, his hand shielding his sausage purple lips as if to hide what 

he was saying.” They say that drowning’s the best way to go, that it’s calm. Course, I think 

hanging’s probably better. Quicker, see? Snaps the neck instantly, no suffering.” He mimed 

pulling on an invisible rope, stuck out his tongue and let his eyes go crossed. I needed to sit 

down before I fell down. Maybe I’d caught what the man had, a cold or ‘flu or something but I 

felt super-rough, light-headed and dizzy. 

 

Flashing lights. Red, yellow, blue. I wasn’t sure whether they were in my head until the ticket 

man shouted, “Here we go, they’re bringing her up!” He lifted the hatch and waddled from 

across the office floor to the large glass window at the front. “Two weeks, eh? Bet she’s not 

looking too good.” The lights came from further out into the sea, beyond the quay. A tug boat 

and a helicopter and a police speedboat and… in the dark, the lights were magnified, 

illuminating the whole area in flashing colour. There behind the tug was a colossal white bulk, 

lying at an unhealthy angle, gliding like a vast whale carcass behind the tug. A ferry. One of the 

police speedboats chugged to a slower speed, and circled round to the wooden jetty. As one 

wet-suited crew member tied the boat to the quayside, another hopped out. A third person 

bent down out of sight and reappeared, weighed down by a long bundle in his arms, a blanket 

covering its length. Carefully, he handed it to the diver on the dock who laid the bundle down. 

Next, they handled a smaller but still heavy bundle, and laid it down next to the first one, their 

hands on their hips and their heads shaking. 

 

“That’ll be them, then. Bless ‘em.” The ticket man seemed genuinely sad, his shaking head 

hanging almost as low as his beer gut. With no warning, a horn blasted. “Alright, love. Calm 

down, it’s only the ferry.” He tutted and chuckled his way back through the hatch and slid his 

bulk onto the stool. With the click of a dial, I could make out tinny music and his tuneless 

whistling. The noisy ferry was the one bound for France, according to the chalked sign on the 

blackboard by the jetty. I stepped outside into the cold, only half-wondering whether I could 
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reach the boat if I jumped in now. Good luck to them, I thought. I should have got on that one 

instead, got far away from here. I thought it was my eyes at first, the effects of the dizziness, the 

lights from the emergency services messing with my vision. I could see the ferry heading out of 

the harbour and the shadows of the buoys strung across the surface of the water to mark the 

safe passage through the channel and out to sea and I could see the lighthouse flashing, 

catching the outline of The Sabres at the end of the string of buoys. And then I couldn’t. The 

light from the lighthouse softened making each blink heavier until it’s ‘eye’ could no longer keep 

itself open. Softly, like creeping tendrils, the fog covered the quay and slithered its way along 

the harbour. The lighthouse, gone; the buoys and the channel route, gone; the ferry…the 

ferry…the ferry. 

 

The silence was the worst part, waiting, breath held until a far-off echoing crunch and the 

grinding sound of unoiled gears and metal splitting and tearing, waves engulfing, tilting and the 

ferry and the fog were both gone, only debris, suitcases, shoes, all bobbing across the surface 

while their owners lay full fathoms five, unseeing eyes salt-filmed and staring, bodies bloating 

below. Two suitcases slapped against the jetty, back and forth constantly like they were 

knocking on a door to be let in. And I knew then, that they were gone, Lottie and Budgie, gone 

under. I fished them out, the two cases, and checked the tags attached to the handles: Gary 

Tyler and Lorraine Lawson. 

 

“They were nicknames, the names you knew them by.” Les stood tall with his hands in his 

pockets. A fag dangling out the corner of his mouth, he stared out to sea, his wispy hair blowing 

in the wind. He almost looked a film star, a lone star, a hero. Almost. 

 

“Well, I didn’t think anyone would have christened him Budgie, for crying out loud, but I didn’t 

expect this: the flamin’ ferry’s sunk!” But Les carried on staring, seemingly unphased by this 

news. 

 

“I know, their names are in the book.” 

“What names, Les? There’s some sort of mistake, it says here that…” 

“The book don’t make mistakes.” 
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“But that means…, my parents…” 
 
 

Les turned, nodded his head slightly towards the blankets lying side-by-side on the jetty. “If you 

want to move on, you’re going to have to look. It’s my job to help you move on and I’m sorry I 

didn’t do it earlier. There. I’ve said it. Now get going.” Any curiosity I’d had about those bundles 

evaporated instantly as realised that I knew what they were, what was wrapped up inside those 

sodden blankets. Les’ voice was throaty, gruff like he was trying really hard not to cry. “I 

shouldn’t have tried to keep you here. I was being selfish. Now go and take a look. Go on.” He 

lifted me by the elbow, gave me a gentle shove in the direction of the, well, the general 

direction. One foot slowly in front of the other, just take small steps, you know you’ve got to do 

it if you want to move... 

* 

It was the day before my eighth birthday, September, a Friday and we’d just had afternoon 

assembly. As usual, Susie Stokes had stumbled over the words of ‘I can sing a rainbow’ in my 

ear, 

completely out of time with Mrs. Bartlett’s enthusiastic piano playing. Her tuneless mumbling 

didn’t bother me as much as usual because it was my turn for the lolly tree, the green-painted 

cardboard triangle on a pole stuck in a bucket at the front of the hall. My name would be 

called out along with the other kids who had birthdays that week and we would be handed a 

glassy lollipop that ‘grew’ on the magical tree. Rachel, Karen, Lisa, Edward, Kevin were called up, 

all beaming with excitement at being singled out. Made special in front of the whole school, a 

pre-birthday treat before the fabled parties they would be having that weekend that I was never 

invited to. But at least I’d get a lolly. 

 

“Okay, children, lets clap the birthday girls and boys.” I was still waiting for my name to be 

called. 

Perhaps Mrs. North was saving me until last because I was the most special. “Good afternoon, 

children.” 

 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. North,” we recited back to her. And that was it, we were free to go. No 

lolly. They’d forgotten my birthday. 



72  

Out in the playground, the mums were sweating, having spent that week’s Family Allowance on 

the new autumn fashions which were far too hot for the early September sun. Lorraine wore flip 

flops all year round, even in the winter. It would have been embarrassing if she’d ever come to 

pick me up but she never did. Right now, she’d be sat on one of the pink plastic kitchen stools 

out by the bins in the front yard, swigging cider and catching the rays with Cheryl and their 

new friend Dave. He was always round ours, kipped on the sofa. I thought he was 

mum’s boyfriend until I saw him kissing Cheryl when mum was out of the room. He bought me 

sweets sometimes, always asked for a kiss when he saw me. He was friendly to all the girls, 

never saw him hanging about with men. I liked the sweets and the attention but he had a 

horrible face on one side, all red and scarred with fine white lines. 

 

I got a front door key for my seventh birthday and I’d been walking home on my own since. 

Home. Whatever that meant. 
 
 

An engine, a car engine spluttered like a wet fart and the over-dressed mums all 

coughed and tutted, shooting filthy looks at the driver. Beep beep beep. The horn. That 

horn. 

 

“Oi, you cloth-eared bint.” I didn’t look up. It wouldn’t be for me. Nobody cared about me, not 

even Mrs. North, the headmistress. 
 
 

“I said ‘Oi’, you cloth-eared bint!” It was Dave, his golden eagle necklace glinting in the sun. 

“Destiny. Get a shift on.” 

* 
 
 

“…on next is the shipping forecast at 17.54 hours, broadcast by BBC Radio 4 on behalf of the 

Maritime and Coastguard Agency.” 

 

Stick on the urn, time for a brew. Always time for tea. Rumbling, burbling round the thin tin skin. 

Sounds like me guts. No one complains, no one to complain to. For the best. Cats is best, jump on 

me lap, claw at my bones and sinew, skin and bones, a hollow shell, sea shells. No heart, no soul, 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/BBC_Radio_4
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Maritime_and_Coastguard_Agency
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nothing left to lose, nothing left to break. Warm your hands, warm the cockles, shake a leg. Pour 

the brew. Don’t scratch, Mickey! She’ll have gone now. Gone to where? Not somewhere I’ll ever 

want to go. Stuck ‘ere, flamin’ shop. Flamin’ cat, clawing at my bloody thighs... 

 

DINGDINGDINGDINGDINGDINGDINGDING 
 
 

What the flamin’ hells bells? Who’s that? Must be the wind, left the door open, stupid old man. 

Can’t even close your own shop. Thieving kids’ll come in and … well, flamin’ hell! Well, I never 

did… 

 

“Alright, pet? Fancy a brew?” 



74  

‘Destiny’: a comic script 
 

©James Adams 2018 



75  

Destiny’ – a comic script 
 
 

Destiny ∙ script ∙ fourteen episodes ∙ sixty pages ∙ 

by Catherine Wild 
 
 

Episode One 
PAGE ONE (four panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Panel the width of the page. Black, white and grey. A dreary street of 

terraced houses at dawn. It is raining, dark lines of water streaking across the panel. Four 

terraces fit from left to right, the first three (from the left) are non-descript (sash windows, 

curtains drawn). A metal dustbin overflowing with rubbish and surrounded by bin bags sits in 

the tiny front yard of one. The fourth terraced house is a shop, shabby and seemingly no longer 

in use (ragged curtain at front door, piles of post, and cobwebs in the bay window). An alarm 

clock covered in a thick layer of dust and with wonky hands sits in the window display along with 

a shattered snow globe. The sign above the door reads ‘L. DRISCOLL’. 

 

Panel 2. As above except there is a fluorescent strip light on in the bay window. 
 
 

Panel 3. As above but the sky is vaguely lighter. A TALL THIN MAN emerges from the door 

dressed in jeans that sit above his bony ankles. His hair is white, wispy and shoulder length 

(think the Crowman in Worzel Gummidge) and he is frowning (his usual look). He is wearing 

well-worn black army boots, a blue Parka with a fluorescent yellow Hi Vis vest over the top. He 

stands hunched, his hands stuffed into his pockets and a fag dangling from the corner of his 

mouth (orange tip). A ginger cat with a bushy tail chases a moth up the inside of the glass in the 

shop’s front door. 

 

Panel 4. Panel takes up the rest of the page with no panel frame. Panoramic view. A school 

dining hall in the middle of lunchtime. Pupils are stuffing their faces, fighting, flirting, throwing 

food, applying make-up, listening to music, laughing and generally messing about. 

 

1 CAP: THE LAST DAY OF TERM BEFORE THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS AT THORNDEAN 

SECONDARY SCHOOL AND IT WAS BUSINESS AS USUAL… 



76  

PAGE TWO (nine panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Close up of one of the dinner tables. THREE GIRLS are sat round in 

modified school uniform (skirts folded up round the waist so they look shorter, ties made short 

and wide or long and slim, hair sprayed to within an inch of its life, nail varnish, trainer socks, 

scuffed slip-on shoes, bulging blouses). 

 

1 GIRL 1: Oh my God, I can’t believe we’ve got to stay until after lunch. I mean, who finishes 

term at half past one? What a joke. 
 
 

2 GIRL 2: We’d better get out on time. Steve’s meeting me in Argos at two. I’m getting a ring for 

Christmas. 
 
 

3 GIRL 1: You ain’t pregnant, are you? Oh my God, I’d love a baby. 

4 GIRL 2: Don’t be stupid! Are you going to Kerry’s party? I’m gonna be a sexy Santa. 

Panel 2. POV facing the girls’ table. A GIRL (DESTINY) in scruffy uniform and a black baggy 

jumper trips over a bag lying on the floor. She looks like Emma Watson, petite and elfin. 

Tampax, contraceptive-looking pills, perfume bottles, make-up and magazines spill out of the 

bag. The three girls give Destiny a filthy look. 

 

5 GIRL 3: Merry Christmas, loser. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny keeps her head down and pushes her way through the lower school who are 

messing around whilst queuing, waiting for second sitting in the corridor outside the dining hall. 

 

6 GIRLS 1, 2 and 3: Stupid clumsy cow. Yeah, she’s so weird. 
 
 

Panel 4. Establishing shot. From POV of the interior of a red car parked outside across the drive 

from the reception area. It is a bleak day, the sky is grey and Destiny has reached the outside of 

the school entrance. Behind her is a sign reading ‘Reception’ above glass doors. To either side of 

her and beyond the reception are school buildings. A few pupils can be seen in the panel making 

their way to and from various school-related destinations. 
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PAGE TWO CONTINUED 

Panel 5. Inside the red car, from the driver’s POV. Driver’s hand pushes down on the horn in the 

middle of the steering wheel. Destiny looks up. 

 

SFX: HOOOONK. 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny’s POV. DAVE is in the car. He has an old-fashioned ‘duck’s arse’ hairstyle which 

begins in a quiff at the front, despite him being only in his early 30s (think Dave from ‘The Fat 

Slags’ in Viz). The left side of his face is covered in thin white old scars, like lots of scratch marks. 

He is wearing a mid-brown 1980s blouson leather jacket with the collar turned up. His 

unbuttoned black shirt reveals a gold-plated eagle on a chain hanging in his chest hair. The 

interior of the car is an absolute pigsty: empty fag packets and drained cans of lager, sweet 

wrappers and a selection of filthy clothes and a stained pillow and quilt, neither of which have 

covers, are thrown all around the vehicle. Dave looks annoyed. 

 

7 DAVE: For crying out loud, Des, who’s doing who the favour? Get in. You’ve already cost me a 

quid in fuel. 
 
 

Panel 7. POV from outside the back of the car. Dave revs the engine which lets out a cloud of 

thick black smoke. The car trundles down the school driveway. 

 

8 DAVE: (from inside the car) About flippin’ time. We’re going the scenic route. 
 
 

Panel 8. POV outside of windscreen. Dave, fag in mouth, looks alarmed and has his hands in 

front of his face to protect himself. Destiny looks terrified and is staring out of the windscreen, 

hands glued to the sides of the car seat. 

 

9 DESTINY: Watch it. 
 
 

10 SFX: SCREEEEEEEEEEEECH. 
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PAGE TWO CONTINUED 

Panel 9: A ginger cat with a fluffy tail and a missing back leg ambles past the front of the car 

then jumps on the bonnet, staring into the car. 

 

10 DAVE: Get that horrible mangy thing out of here. 
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PAGE THREE (nine panels) 

Panel 1. Dave touches his scarred face, visibly shaking. 
 
 

1 DAVE: On second thoughts, let’s just go home. I need a can to settle me nerves. 
 
 

Panel 2. The car splutters down the drive in clouds of black smoke. Dave chucks an empty can 

out the window and blows a gob full of smoke out. 

 

2 SFX (car): FAAAAAARRRRRRTTTTTTT. 
 
 

Panel 3. The reflection in the wing mirror reveals the tall thin man in the Hi Vis, moths fluttering 

around his head and the ginger cat winding round his legs. 

 

Panel 4. Establishing shot. Destiny’s bedroom. It’s a box room. Destiny is curled up under the 

quilt on her messy bed. There is a white tail sticking out from under the covers. The quilt cover 

is nylon, the type that used to flash with static, and it has pictures of Holly Hobby on (beige and 

brown). The wall paper in the corner of the room above Destiny’s head is black and damp and 

the ceiling bulges with swollen plaster. The peeling wallpaper is patterned with trains from the 

Victorian era and their names. The curtains are purple, shiny and threadbare and hung by 

drawing pins above the window. Destiny’s eyes are screwed up, her fingers over her ears 

stuffing in her headphones. 

 

3 DAVE (off panel): Get us a can, Des. 
 
 

Panel 5. POV in front of Destiny with her mother LORRAINE behind. Similar to the iconic picture 

from ‘Moonchild’ (p. 29 of the 1983 annual), Lorraine enters the room and slaps Destiny round 

the face. 

Lorraine’s face looms large in the background, her hand post-slap, Destiny’s face in mid-slap, her 

eyes wide and brimming with tears (of pain, surprise, anger but NOT sadness). Lorraine looks 

similar in appearance to Karen Taylor from EastEnders – hair scraped up on top of her head, 

bags under her eyes, several pairs of creole earrings in each ear and no front teeth. She is 

wearing a grubby dressing gown and leggings that do no justice to her behind. She has bits of 

spit spraying out of her mouth and a couple of rogue plastic nails have flicked off into the face of 
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the owner of the white tail, Babs the dog, who is peeping from under the quilt. Babs is not 

impressed with the scenario. Destiny is in a 

 
 
 

PAGE THREE CONTINUED 

black hand-knitted baggy jumper and jeans. 
 
 

4 LORRAINE: Get Dave’s can now. 
 
 

Panel 6. POV side on so that we can see both Destiny and Lorraine. Lorraine is pointing her 

finger in Destiny’s face. Destiny backs away with her hand on Babs. 
 
 

5 LORRAINE: Get up, you lazy cow. Me and Dave are partying tonight and we’ve stuff to do. I 

want you gone in ten minutes. 

 

6 DESTINY: But…but where..? 
 
 

7 LORRAINE: Your dad’s. For the rest of the holidays. 
 
 

Panel 7. A montage of a young Destiny (about five) undertaking various fun activities with her 

dad and Babs (for example, eating ice-cream in the park, dad throwing Destiny up in the air, 

looking in rock pools on the beach). We don’t see dad’s face very clearly at any point. 
 
 

8 CAP: I used to love spending time with dad when I was younger… 
 
 

Panel 8. The montage from the previous panel distorts and slides down the panel/edge of the 

page, the characters like melting waxworks. 

 

9 CAP: But he moved to the island when they split up and I haven’t seen him since. 
 
 

Panel 9. Establishing shot. Dave is at the gas stove in the kitchen frying fish fingers. He is wearing 

a Saints shirt which is raised slightly at the front because of his beer gut. Revoltingly, he is also 

wearing baggy ‘Y’ fronts under a threadbare knee-length dressing gown. He has his Cuban- 
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heeled slip-on shoes on instead of slippers. His face is all stubbly and his hair is sticking up all 

over the place because of the amount of grease he puts in it for the ‘duck’s arse’ hairstyle. He is 

smoking and the ash falls into the frying pan. The kitchen sink is full of filthy dishes, as is the 

worktop. There are net 

 
 
 

PAGE THREE CONTINUED 

curtains at the grimy windows (one of which is broken and covered by a piece of flapping 

cardboard) but they have melted in places where someone has been careless with the 

gas/naked flames 

(lighters). The kitchen floor is covered in newspaper instead of lino. There are lines of grease up 

the side of the stove which has a grill over the top where a dead plant in a slightly melted Stork 

SB pot sits. 

 

10 DAVE: Alright, darlin’? Fancy a sarnie? 
 
 

11 LORRAINE: No she flippin’ does not, Dave. We’ve got stuff to do for the party tonight…Dave. 
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PAGE FOUR (eight panels) 
 
 

Panel 1. POV reflection in Lorraine’s terrified eye. A blackbird has popped its head round the 

piece of cardboard covering one of the panes of glass in the kitchen window. It pecks at some 

crumbs/detritus. 

 

1 LORRAINE: Get it out of here. Dave. Get it out! 
 
 

Panel 2. POV the front door looking through the hall to the kitchen. Destiny is in the hallway. 

She grabs her multi-coloured scarf and Babs’ lead off the banisters, her rucksack off the floor 

and opens the front door. She drops her mobile phone. 

 

2 DAVE: For crying out loud, Lorraine, it’s only a bird. Go on, shoo. 
 
 

Panel 3. A close up of Destiny and Lorraine’s hands as they both snatch for Destiny’s phone. 

Lorraine wins. 
 
 

3 LORRAINE: You can take the dog… 
 
 

Panel 4. Destiny is lying on her bottom on the front path of the house where Lorraine has just 

pushed her, looking at the open front door. Babs is licking her face. Lorraine is crowing and 

laughing from behind the door, waving Destiny’s ‘phone about like a prize. There is a saturated 

mattress propped up by the gate to the left of the front door and a broken pushchair covered in 

what looks like blood. Litter is scattered on the steps that lead up from the front door to the 

road. 

 

4 LORRAINE: …but I’ll take this! 
 
 

Panel 5. The front door slams shut. Destiny stands up, gathers her rucksack and notices a cat at 

the top of the steps leading to the pavement from the front path. It is the same cat that Dave 

nearly ran over. 

 

5 SFX (front door): SLAAAMMM! 
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6 SFX: PURRR. 

PAGE FOUR CONTINUED 

Panel 6. Destiny is being watched by the same man in the Hi Vis who was at the school with the 

cat. He is standing underneath a feebly-lit lamppost. His hands flap about, brushing the dusty 

wings of a few moths away from his face, while his faded jeans flap around his bony ankles. His 

Hi Vis vest sits on top of an old school blue Parka which is several sizes too big, letting in more of 

the weather than it keeps out. A skeletal hand creeps under the frayed collar of his shirt, 

rubbing at the back of a turkey neck. His face is screwed up in pain, wincing as if he is sucking in 

a gob full of salt. He never unlocks his gaze, even when wisps of white hair whip across his 

grizzled face and into his keen eyes. 

 

Panel 7. The letter box to the front door scrapes open. Dave and Lorraine’s eyes can be seen, 

laughing and mocking. 
 
 

7 LORRAINE: Oh, and Destiny? Happy birthday, babes. 
 
 

Panel 8. Birds-eye view of the street. Destiny is looking up at the lamppost but the man has gone 

and so has the cat. Destiny attaches Babs’ lead and they head off. There is a light mist gathering 

around the lamppost and filling the street from the direction which Destiny has come. 
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Episode Two 
PAGE FIVE (three panels) 

Fog is swirling round all panels. 
 
 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. TWO BLOKES (early twenties) are walking out of swirling mist. They 

have their hands stuffed in their pockets and their collars turned up. There is a lit lamppost on 

the right of the frame with a sign in the shape of an arrow attached to it, reading ‘Ferry’. The 

direction that the ferry sign is pointing to is partly obscured by mist but cars can be seen parked 

along part of an old city wall and a light is visible in the direction of a sign saying ‘Ticket Office’. 

Destiny and Babs are walking towards the blokes, lost in thought. 

 

1 BLOKE 1: I ain’t going out in that, mush. Can’t see a thing. 
 
 

2 BLOKE 2: Too right. I ain’t risking bumping into them wind turbines in this fog. Stuff the tickets. 

Let’s go back into town, see what’s happening. 

 

Panel 2. Bloke 2’s POV. He looks behind him, annoyed. There are impact lines around the bloke’s 

elbow and Destiny’s arm. 

 

3 BLOKE 2: Oi, watch it. 
 
 

Panel 3. Panel stretches over width of page. Destiny’s POV. She rubs her arm in the background. 

The two blokes are walking away, chattering and being obnoxious. They are headed towards a 

street on the other side of the road where there are lots of lights in steamed-up windows, 

including Christmas 

lights and trees, lots of people smoking and drinking outside pubs, a street full of colour and life. 

Music is being played. 

 

4 BLOKE 1: Was that a bird or a bloke? 

5 BLOKE 2: Probably a lezzer. Oi, are you a lesbian? You look like a lesbian. 

6 BLOKES 1 AND 2: Hahahahahahaha. 



85  

 
 
 
 

PAGE SIX (six panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny has turned back towards the ferry terminal and is looking disorientated as the 

fog gathers and swirls. 

 

Panel 2. A large silhouette appears through the fog, lit by the street lamp from earlier. Initially it 

appears menacing and Destiny looks scared. 

 

Panel 3. Babs is very happy to see the silhouette. The silhouette has crouched down and is 

offering Babs a treat from black ink-stained hands. 

 

1 SILHOUETTE: Don’t worry, pet. It’s not so bad out on the water. It’ll clear soon. 
 
 

Panel 4. Destiny nearly jumps out of her skin as the ginger Tom from earlier appears, hobbling 

round her ankles with a rat punctured between its teeth. 

 

Panel 5. Destiny looks scared as the mist swirls and reveals the silhouette to be the man in the 

Hi Vis from earlier. 

 

2 DESTINY: Why are you following me? What do you want? 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny and Babs run away from him towards the ticket office 
 
 

3 HI VIS MAN: I’m not going to hurt you. 
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PAGE SEVEN (nine panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot across width of page. A ferry terminal. A BORED TICKET OFFICER is 

checking tickets. His name badge reads ‘Steve’ and it is on upside down and skew-whiff. He is in 

his twenties and his uniform could do with an iron. Destiny hands him her ticket. 

 

1 STEVE: The dog has to go to kennels down on deck two. 
 
 

Panel 2. Close up of Steve handing Destiny a grey token for the kennels. Destiny has very bitten 

nails. 

 

Panel 3. Destiny and Babs are walking past some toilets on deck two. Destiny stops for a second. 

A small panel appears within this panel, just a circle, of Destiny and Babs sitting happily in a 

toilet cubicle. 

 

Panel 4. A wobbly edged panel which is occurring in Destiny’s head. Lorraine slaps Destiny and 

waves a paper fine about. 
 
 

2 LORRAINE: You couldn’t just put her in the kennels, could you? You can flippin’ pay for this, 

you selfish brat. 
 
 

3 CAP (Destiny): Perhaps not. 
 
 

Panel 5. They arrive at the sign reading ‘KENNELS’ on an arrow sign pointing down a couple of 

steps. Destiny bends down to fuss Babs who doesn’t look very happy at the prospect of going in 

the kennels. 

 

4 DESTINY: Don’t worry, Babs. I won’t leave you. 
 
 

5 UNKNOWN VOICE (off panel): Excuse me, can I say hello to your dog? 
 
 

Panel 6. The unknown voice belongs to A MAN, who is crouching down to fuss Babs. He has 

collar length hair, is in his mid-forties, with round glasses, a bit like Lofty from EastEnders. He is 

wearing a 
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PAGE SEVEN CONTINUED 

Parka/army surplus gear and a long hand-knitted scarf. Babs is wagging her tail so much that it is 

blurred in the picture. She licks the man’s face. Destiny looks surprised and pleased. 
 
 

6 MAN: Hello, girl. Is she an American Bulldog? 
 
 

7 DESTINY: Y…yes, yes she is. 
 
 

Panel 7. The man looks shocked, surprised, incredulous etc. 

8 DESTINY: Her name is Babs. 

Panel 8. Both Destiny and the man noticeably have exactly the same multi-coloured scarves 

dangling around their necks. Destiny is pointing at the man’s scarf. 

9 MAN: Are you…do you…Destiny? 

10 DESTINY: Where did you get that scarf? 
 
 

Panel 9. This panel contains two scenes and consists of two flashback panels, one of Destiny’s 

Nan watching Dallas on the TV. She is knitting a scarf which is getting very long. The other 

smaller section is Destiny’s Nan looking happy as Destiny cuddles her new scarf. 

 

11 CAPTION (Destiny): How could he possibly have a scarf like mine, exactly the same? 
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PAGE EIGHT (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Close up of the man’s face, eyes brimming, confused look. 

1 MAN: Are you…? Do you know…? 

Panel 2. Destiny and Babs run away down the corridor and down the steps. Babs is reluctant to 

go and Destiny has to pull on her lead. Destiny looks anxiously over her shoulder. 

 

2 MAN: Do you know Destiny Tyler? Please, do you know her? Do you know what happened to 

Destiny Tyler? 

 

Panel 3. Bird’s eye view of the kennels. Destiny leans against the inside of the door, a door with 

a panel of meshed-glass at head height, out of breath and confused about what just happened. 

Babs has her tail between her legs: she is not impressed at being in the kennels. The kennel 

room is painted white, bright in the fluorescent white from the strip light. On the left-hand side 

of the room are three levels of metal white boxes with caged doors on the front. These are the 

kennels that the dogs travel in. The floor is laid with black rubberised lino. There is a white clock 

with black hands and a red second hand on the wall. It reads three minutes to three. 

 

Panel 4. Destiny is trying to entice Babs into the middle kennel closest to the door. She won’t 

get in so Destiny gets in first. 
 
 

3 DESTINY: Come on, Babs, it’s not that bad. Come on. 
 
 

Panel 5. Babs gets in and settles down in front of Destiny meaning that Destiny can no longer 

get out. Babs gives Destiny a soulful-eyed look which means ‘I don’t want to move up and I don’t 

want you to get out. Stay here with me.’ A cameo of Destiny’s hand shows that she has 

managed to get the grey token into the mechanism on the door, thus locking them in. 

 

4 DESTINY: Babs, I can’t move. Budge up a bit so I can lock the door. 
 
 

5 SFX (CAMEO): CLICK. 
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PAGE EIGHT CONTINUED 

Panel 6. A large panel that spreads around the bottom half of the page. There are motion lines 

around the edge of the panel that suggest the ferry is moving about. There are cameos 

contained within the large panel which are swirly round the edges as they are thoughts and 

memories. The main body of the panel is Destiny spooning Babs. They both have their eyes 

closed and are smiling. Cameo 1 contains a picture of Babs and Destiny in a cave, poking about 

in rock pools with a fishing net, splashing around in a stream, running in woods in fallen leaves. 

Cameo 2 contains a picture of a livid and drunk Lorraine shouting. Cameo 3 contains a picture of 

the man on the ferry. 

 

6 DESTINY: It’s a bit claustrophobic but I’d rather be here with you. 
 
 

LORRAINE (CAMEO 2): I wish you’d never been born. 
 
 

MAN (CAMEO 3): Do you know what happened to Destiny Tyler? 
 
 

Panel 7. The strip light blinks out. The only light is from the meshed panel in the main door. 

Destiny and Babs are silhouetted in the cage. Destiny’s eyes are big and worried. The ferry is no 

longer moving about; it has come to a complete and abrupt standstill. 

 

7 DESTINY: I’d rather be here with you… 
 
 

8 SFX: BANG. SCRAPE. GROAN. 
 
 

9 SFX (fog horn): BWAAAAAMMMMPPPHHH. 
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Episode Three 
PAGE NINE (three panels) 

Panel 1. A bright white background. Destiny stretches out her arms and yarns. Babs stretches 

and shakes herself. 

 

Panel 2. Establishing shot. Destiny and Babs are at a quayside. Moored yachts are bobbing about 

in the water, stacks of large fishing baskets are piled along the quayside, and some seagulls 

wheel about in the air while others are on the ground pecking at dropped chips. There is an RNLI 

station to the right of the picture and a sign saying ‘Welcome to…’ (the location is blurred or 

obscured). A few people are walking about, collars up and hands stuffed in their pockets. There 

is a sign saying ‘Ticket Office’ and another one with ‘La Belle France Seaways 100m’, both 

pointing to the right of the picture. The light is beginning to fade and fog/mist is swirling about 

in patches. It is drizzling. Destiny and Babs are shivering and look confused. 

 

1 DESTINY: We must have slept through the journey. I don’t remember getting off the ferry, do 

you? Anyway, there’s no point in hanging about here in the cold. It doesn’t look like dad’s 

picking us up so we might as well walk. 

 

Panel 3. Destiny and Babs wander up the hill beyond, past lit shop windows, people scurrying 

about and parked cars, into the fog. 
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PAGE TEN (five panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Imagine Festing Road from Mr. Benn. There are lots of people milling 

around going about their lives. Plenty of light and noise, music and voices: TWO KIDS sit on a 

low front garden wall, listening to tinny music on a mobile phone; heels clip-clop, doors slam 

shut and kids whine; A WOMAN scolds her husband as they get in the car; ANOTHER WOMAN 

thanks the babysitter as she leaves to go out; A YOUNG KID (around seven) tears around in front 

of the block of modern flats opposite the terraces on the right hand side. 

 

1 WOMAN 1: For crying out loud, Terry, look at the state of your tie, you’ve got dinner all down 

it. Get a shift on, we’re already twenty minutes late. 
 
 

2 WOMAN 2: Thanks ever so much for babysitting at such short notice, Tina. We’ll try not to be 

too late. 
 
 

3 VOICE: Jayden, get here now, you little… I told you not to eat all those Haribo. Calm down or 

you can forget about seeing the fireworks. 
 
 

Panel 2. Blinding lights in the sky, mostly blue and red but some yellow. The colours merge so 

that it is difficult to tell what they are (they are not fireworks). 

 

Panel 3. The lights have gone, the street is dark and there is no one about. Destiny rubs her 

eyes. There is only one light on in a window up the street, a bare bulb in a curtainless window. 

The front door of the place is slightly open, light showing round the edges of the door. 

 

Panel 4. Destiny pushes gently at the open door. 
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PAGE TEN CONTINUED 

4 DESTINY: Dad? 
 
 

Panel 5. Panoramic view. Destiny is in the dining room. She looks surprised. There is a cup of tea 

in the middle of the table, an island of green mould resting on top of it. The curly cord of the 

telephone hangs from the wall, the phone dangling there emitting an ‘off the hook’ tone. It 

looks like her dad has left in a hurry and there is a burnt down fag in an overflowing ashtray. The 

rest of the room is white, a few non-descript pictures on the wall, including a framed school 

picture of Destiny from when she was a lot younger. There is also a picture of dad and a lady 

cuddling. The lady is pregnant and is not Lorraine (picture is more recent, perhaps dad’s hair is 

receding although his face, again, is obscured, perhaps by Destiny’s hair or a dead plant). There 

is a dusty piano on one side of the dining table and a shabby Indian rug under the table. A shell 

wind-chime hangs in the window. It looks cool without trying. 

 

5 SFX (telephone): BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP. 
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PAGE ELEVEN (six panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny has filled a saucepan with water for Babs. She looks in the kitchen cupboards 

but there is nothing much in there (a bag of flour and a jar of pickle). 

 

1 DESTINY: Typical dad, no decent food in the house. We’re going to have to go to the shops. 
 
 

Panel 2. Destiny jumps as she hears a loud thump on the wall from next door. Babs stops 

drinking and looks up too. 

 

2 SFX (off panel): THUMP. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny stands in the front yard of her dad’s flat (bottom half of a terraced house) and 

peers over the low wall to the place next door where the thump came from. Babs is looking too, 

her paws up on the low wall. It is dark but there is an outline of a bay window with a sign above 

it, although it is unclear what it says. The place looks dark and emits a sense of foreboding. 

 

Panel 4. POV in front of the shop next door. A large panel in the middle of the page edged with 

moths. A light blinks on in the shop window. The shop window is filthy, the peeling blue paint 

bleached by decades of summer sun, the exposed wood beneath soft and rotten. Ancient toys, 

packets brittle and yellow sit under a layer of thick beige dust. Bags of dog treats have puked 

their shrivelled contents all over a faded pink alarm clock with bent hands. A broken snow globe 

sits amongst its own smashed glitter and glass like a kid in a puddle of crystallised piss. Twisting 

fly papers hang heavy from somewhere up in the ceiling. Fluttering among the long-dead husks 

of fly 

bodies are several orange and white moths, quivering in vain to free themselves from the 

gummy death traps. 

 

Panel 5. Destiny pushes open the door which is stopped by the huge pile of papers, post and 

flyers. Everything is dusty and cobwebby and the shop is so sparse, it looks a bit like it has been 

burgled. The light from the bay window doesn’t extend enough to light the rest of the shop. 

Destiny looks round in fear as she sees something move on the counter at the other end of the 

room. Babs’ hackles are up. 
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PAGE ELEVEN CONTINUED 

3 SFX (Destiny): GASP. 

4 SFX (Babs): GROWL. 

Panel 6. On the hatched countertop, a young cat stretches and purrs loudly. There is a trail of 

fag smoke and a lit fag in a metal ashtray on the counter. 

 

5 SFX (cat): PURRRRRRRR. 
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PAGE TWELVE (seven panels) 

Panel 1. A SHAPE emerges from the dark out the back of the shop. Destiny visibly shrinks back. 

Babs’ ears go flat against her head and she bares her teeth. 
 
 

1 SHAPE: Who’s there? 
 
 

Panel 2. From the shape’s POV. Destiny desperately looks around for something to defend 

herself with. The best she can manage is to roll up some old newspapers. 
 
 

Panel 3. A light blinks on behind the counter and the shape becomes a man. He looks straight at 

Destiny, the whites of his eyes completely red, surrounding livid ice-blue irises. He grins a 

skeletal grin. This is LES DRISCOLL, the owner of the shop. Les is a cantankerous old git, tall, 

lanky and looks older than his sixty-one years. He smokes like a chimney, his gums are receding 

and his teeth are stained. He has wispy white shoulder length hair, balding on top. He is wearing 

his ubiquitous blue Parka with a Hi Vis jacket over the top. He looks menacing. 

 

Panel 4. Les parks himself on a high stool behind the counter, like a cadaverous vulture. He is 

very skinny, his knee caps poking at his trousers and his wrists very thin, shown from where he is 

smoking the fag that he left in the ashtray. Les looks less terrifying now as he leans his head on 

his spare hand. 

 

2 LES: Oh, right. It’s you. 
 
 

Panel 5. Les winces and rubs his neck. 
 
 

3 LES: Flamin’ neck. Must have slept wrong. It’s stiff as anything. 
 
 

Panel 6. Her fear has turned to anger and her eyes are brimming with furious tears. 

4 DESTINY: Good evening to you, too. 
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PAGE TWELVE CONTINUED 

Panel 7. Les detects the sarcasm in Destiny’s voice and rests his chin on both palms, giving her a fake 

smile, his voice loaded with sarcasm. 
 
 

5 LES: Good evening, your royal highness. Can I help you with anything? 
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Episode Four 
PAGE THIRTEEN (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny is still indignant. Babs, meanwhile, has her paws up on the counter as she has 

realised there is a cat in the shop. 

 

1 DESTINY: I need some food. For my dog. 
 
 

Panel 2. Les tuts, raises his eyebrows and hauls himself out into the back room. Destiny 

investigates the sparsely-filled magazine rack (one of those stand-alone racks that swivels 

round). 

 

2 DESTINY: Wonder if there’s an NME? At least we’ll have some bedtime reading, eh, Babs. 
 
 

Panel 3. POV a close up of the magazines on offer: Look and Learn with a hand-drawn picture of 

what looks like a massive old-fashioned computer. The caption reads ‘One day soon, these will 

be in every home’; Battle is a war comic for boys, decrying ‘Power of the Panzers’ with some 

tight-lipped Nazi-types looking to the distance with bad intent; Misty is a horror comic for girls 

with a grinning skeleton-highwayman on a horse. Destiny’s hand hovers over the NME logo on 

the paper tucked behind the other mags. 

 

Panel 4. Les can be seen from behind the counter and Destiny from the magazine rack. Destiny 

is looking confused. Les, with a tin of dog food in his hand, looks cross. 

 

3 LES: Stop mauling those magazines around if you’re not going to buy one. 
 
 

4 DESTINY: I AM going to buy one. At least I was: I thought it was Lana del Rey this week so why 

are The Clash on here? Aren’t they dead? 

 

Panel 5. Les looks uncomfortable, goes to snatch the paper out of Destiny’s hand but she won’t 

let go. The date on the paper is December 16th 1977. 
 
 

5 LES: Dana le what? Never heard of her. Deliveries don’t come ‘til tomorrow. 
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PAGE THIRTEEN CONTINUED 

Panel 6. Les has snatched the paper and uses it to swipe at some moths hovering about his 

head. 

 

6 DESTINY: My dad…he lives next door…have you seen him? It’s just that… 
 
 

7 LES: I’ve got more important things to do than mither about your dad, pet. 
 
 

Panel 7. Les shoves the tin of dog food across the counter at Destiny. Destiny gestures with her 

thumb behind her. 

 

8 DESTINY: The lights down at the quay, I saw them on the way up. Is it fireworks? Maybe my 

dad’s down there… 
 
 

Panel 8. Large panel. POV close-up of Les’ furious face. He points a shaking finger at Destiny. 
 
 

9 LES: Do not go down that quay. You stay here. 
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PAGE FOURTEEN (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Close up of Destiny, her eyes brimming with tears of fury. 

1 LES: Oh, for goodness sake. 

Panel 2. Destiny looks behind her towards the door. In walks A WOMAN in a pink flowery house 

coat and brown furry slippers, her hair in curlers and a nylon headscarf, dragging behind her A 

KID (about eleven) in a dog-eared black blazer, a massive burgundy kipper tie and flared school 

trousers. She is pinching his ear between her chilblained fingers. The ear seems to be pulsating 

as it turns a very deep pink. 

 

2 BOY: Get off! 
 
 

3 WOMAN: Don’t you tell me to get off, my boy, or I’ll tan your hide! How dare you? 
 
 

Panel 3. The kid wriggles away by slipping out of the arms of his blazer and bolts out the front 

door. 

 

SFX: (door bell) DING DING DING DING DING DING. 
 
 

4 WOMAN: You little… 
 
 

Panel 4. The woman shakes the blazer like she is hanging out the sheets, sending sweets 

(Marathon bars, packets of Spangles, Spanish Gold sweet tobacco, flying saucers) all over the 

floor. 

 

Panel 5. The woman folds her arms and shouts at nowhere in particular towards the back of the 

shop. 

 

5 WOMAN: I know you’re in there, Les Driscoll. Happy now? Woe betide you if you ever accuse 

my Gordon of stealing again. You mark my words, you’ll get no more business from me. 
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Panel 6. The woman leaves the shop, slamming the door. Les pokes his nose over the top of the 

counter. He has been sitting on the floor. 

 

6 LES: She gone? 

PAGE FOURTEEN CONTINUED 

7 DESTINY: Err, yeah. 
 
 

8 LES: Fancy a brew? 
 
 

9 SFX (the door): SLAAAAAAAMMMMMM. 
 
 

Panel 7. Destiny checks her watch. She is confused because the face is full of water and the 

hands are bobbing about. She pushes open the door to the street. 

 

10 DESTINY: I...no…I’ve got to go…Babs…it’s dinner time. 
 
 

Panel 8. Blinding flashing lights in blue, red and yellow. 
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PAGE FIFTEEN (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Big panel. Establishing shot. The street outside the shop. TWO NIPPERS race past on 

their bikes, dynamos flashing in the dying afternoon light, narrowly missing not only Destiny but 

a small girl chalking pictures on the pavement. A YOUNG WOMAN marches by with one of those 

big old Silver Cross prams, all navy and sparkling silver, like a big version of a dolly’s pram. The 

woman storms on up the road, her long brown socks shifting down her legs, her tartan pinafore 

just skimming the tops of her knees. A YOUNG BOY (four) furiously pedals behind on his wooden 

trike, his Wombles t-shirt smeared in chocolate. There is a bomb site opposite, crumbling 

terraced houses, walls missing showing the sepia family photographs still attached to the 

bedroom walls, rubble in the front, broken glass in holes where the downstairs windows should 

have been. Where the terrace abruptly stops just opposite, the end wall is painted with an 

overarching freshly painted sign exclaiming ‘Beanz Meanz Heinz’, and next to this is waste 

ground. There is a painted wooden sign hand-scrawled with ‘No Rubbish’ which has done little 

to deter the litter, old trollies and black bin bags strewn all over the derelict site. TWO LADS in 

army jackets and jeans sit in a burnt-out Ford Escort, scuffed up Doctor Martens on what is left 

of the dashboard, smoking and swigging from cans of what is definitely not pop. 

 

1 NIPPER ON BIKE 1: Oi, watch it! 
 
 

2 WOMAN WITH PRAM: Get a move on, Jason. I told you we haven’t got time for messing about. 
 
 

Panel 2. Close up of the lads in the burnt-out car. One of them has a black eye. He is very smiley. 

His mate is staring, mesmerised by something/someone. He is blushing. He looks like a younger 

version of the man on the ferry. 

 

3 LAD 1: Alright, love? Do you wanna join us? Tommy don’t mind, I think he likes you. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny is embarrassed by the attention and clumsily steps back into the shop with 

Babs. 

 

Panel 4. Les is fussing the ginger kitten on the counter top, playing with a piece of string. He 

looks round at Destiny, not at all surprised that she has returned. 
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PAGE FIFTEEN CONTINUED 

4 LES: Back so soon? Don’t worry about them lads, they’re bored, ain’t got no work. 
 
 

Panel 5. Destiny looks embarrassed and flustered. She is still holding on to the door, half in, half 

out. 

 

5 DESTINY: No, I wasn’t worried about them. I was just…I wanted to…I saw some lights over the 

quay. Maybe there’s some fireworks. I was going to… 
 
 

Panel 6. POV close up of Les’ furious face which fills the whole of the panel. He looks angry, old 

and powerful. 
 
 

6 LES: I won’t tell you again, don’t go near those lights. 

Panel 7. Destiny eyes are filling up but she shouts at him. 

7 DESTINY: What’s it to you? 

Panel 8. Destiny and Babs have left the shop, Destiny is side-on leaning on the front door, wiping 

at the angry tears. She looks young, alone and scared. 

 

8 LES (off panel from inside the shop): You have no idea, lady, no idea at all. 
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PAGE SIXTEEN (six panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny and Babs leave the shop to go home. Babs sees a fat black and white cat. Her 

ears are pricked and her tail is a straight line. 

 

1 DESTINY: Babs, no. 
 
 

Panel 2. Babs’ bottom disappears down an alley to the left of dad’s flat after the cat. The alley 

has a brick archway over it and is rather like a brick tunnel. It dissolves into black. 

2 DESTINY: Babs! Come back here! 

3 SFX: HISSSSSS, MEOOOOOW. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny is silhouetted at the opening of the alley, lit from a street light behind her. She 

is venturing down the alley. 

 

Panel 4. The sky is full of stars. There is a brick wall to the right and a wood panelled fence to the 

left with a gate in it. The gate is slightly open and there is A BULKY FIGURE behind it. 

 

4 BULKY FIGURE: Get that animal away from here. 
 
 

Panel 5. An automatic outside light has come on. The bulky figure emerges into the alley. It is 

the lad from the burnt out car, the one with the black eye. He’s not so jokey now. 

5 DESTINY: Sorry, she saw a cat… 

Panel 6. The lad looks anxiously over his shoulder. 
 
 

6 UNKNOWN FEMALE VOICE: What’s going on down here? 
 
 

7 SFX: THUD THUD THUD. 
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Episode Five 
PAGE SEVENTEEN (eight panels) 

Panel 1. A WOMAN appears at the gate. She is dumpy with lots of excess skin. Her collar-length 

orange-dyed hair is greasy and plastered to her head in a side parting, a grip in place on either 

side. She has jowls and hairs growing out of the many warts on her face. She has a visible 

moustache and her face is a network of crevices after years of smoking, her lips thin and with an 

unhealthy purple-blue hue. Her teeth are small and stained. She is wearing a vest, stained under 

the armpits with many small holes. She has on a knee-length kilt over which she is wearing a 

filthy pink flowery apron. Her stockings have gathered around her ankles and she is wearing 

slipper-boots which fasten with Velcro. She looks pleased to see Destiny. 

 

1 WOMAN: Oh, hello, duck. Are you lost? Where are you trying to find? 
 
 

2 DESTINY: I’m sorry, Babs saw your cat. I was just going home. I’m staying with my dad next 

door. 

 

Panel 2. The woman folds her arms and looks surprised. 
 
 

3 WOMAN: I didn’t know Eric had a daughter. Doesn’t seem the type, does he, Budgie? 

Panel 3. Destiny now looks confused. 

4 DESTINY: But my dad’s name is Gary . . . 
 
 

Panel 4. The woman pushes Budgie out of the gateway and into the back yard. 
 
 

5 WOMAN: Have you eaten, duck? Budgie, go and get the girl some bread and butter. Bet you 

haven’t eaten all day, you poor little wisp. I won’t invite you in, dear, gardens a bit of a mess, 

you know. Bloomin’ bin men haven’t been for weeks and I don’t know where else to take me 

waste. 

 

6 SFX: THUMP THUMP THUMP. 
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PAGE SEVENTEEN CONTINUED 

Panel 5. Destiny peers into the back yard. It is immaculate, no bags of rubbish to be seen, just a 

metal dustbin, and the slabs are scrubbed and swept clean. There are window boxes edging the 

balcony with sticks poking out of the beds in the shape of crosses, little miniature ones, some 

lolly sticks, some twigs but all fixed in a cross position. 

 

7 WOMAN: What’s your name, love? 
 
 

8 DESTINY: Destiny. 
 
 

9 WOMAN: Ooh, that’s different, isn’t it? Very modern. Fancy Eric thinking of something like 

that. ‘Destiny’. Yes, very different. 

 

Panel 6. POV Babs. This panel is split into three consecutive panels (6, 7 and 8). The woman 

steps outside the gate and pulls it to so Destiny can’t see into the garden. 
 
 

10 WOMAN: Poor old Eric. Any signs of life yet, duck? Must be an awful shock for you. I told 

him, I said to him, I said ‘you watch that ice, Eric, duck. Boil a kettle and scald the ground’, I said 

to him. But he wouldn’t have it, would he? 

 

Panel 7. She is in the same position as before but has folded her arms and is lost in her gossip. 
 
 

11 WOMAN: Bloomin’ men, won’t do as they’re told. Me name’s Edna, by the way and he, that’s 

my Lottie’s boyfriend, Budgie. Not his real name, just a nickname on account of all the birds. 

 

12 SFX: THUMP THUMP THUMP. 
 
 

Panel 8. Edna smiles as Budgie reappears with something in his hand. 
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12 EDNA: Oh, there he is, slow coach. Here you are, duck, bread and butter for your tea. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PAGE EIGHTEEN (three panels) 

Panel 1. Edna is still gossiping. She is back in the yard and waffling through the thin gap in the 

gate. You can only see her head. 

 

1 EDNA: Sorry, duck. He can be a bit rude. ‘Specially round girls. Except for my Lottie. I don’t 

approve, duck. He’s older than her, see, and I don’t like the idea of any funny business. You 

know what boys are like. She’s not yet sixteen and I said to him, I said, ‘don’t you touch her or 

I’ll have the police on to you’. 

 

Panel 2. Destiny is listening to Edna but is clearly bemused at her stream-of-consciousness-style 

monologue. 

 

2 EDNA: He hasn’t even got a job, duck. Lives rent free round at Reg next door’s place for a few 

odd jobs but I don’t trust him, no. Trouble is, he can’t keep his trap shut, always saying what he 

thinks is right or wrong. He wants to stay round here for my Lottie so Reg is doing him a favour, 

really. He should count his blessings, I say. 

 

3 EDNA: Anyway duck, enjoy your tea. 
 
 

Panel 3: Edna has slammed the gate. Destiny is looking at the two slices of bread and butter in 

her hands. They both have words traced into the margarine: ‘stay’ and ‘away’. 

 

4 SFX (gate): SLAAAAAAAAMMMMM. 
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PAGE NINETEEN (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot of the inside of the flat. It has completely changed. Grubby 

fingerprints are smeared round the edge of the light switch, nameless brown stains flung 

across the papered walls, glossy and sticky with nicotine and veiled with flickering cobwebs. 

In the lounge, a scuffed wooden grandfather chair with a bowl attached to its underside squats 

beneath a faded framed picture of Frank Sinatra. The TV in its wooden-boxed frame stares 

blankly back at the chair. The flimsy two-seater settee is wooden-framed with brown nylon 

cushions. Crumbs, ash and a filthy comb woven with long, greasy grey hair are scattered 

about the swirly yellow and brown carpet. The dining table has disappeared. In the kitchen, 

there is a vile mix of unwashed crockery spilling out of the bowless but murky liquid-filled 

sink. Old meat lies rotting in a congealed puddle of its own blood in the bottom of the open 

fridge, greying fractured bones rippling with insects on some form of counter, although the 

piles of filthy pans and packets of stale food hide exactly what lies beneath. Babs is snuffling 

about, nose high, nostrils flaring, processing the menu of decomposing scents, dribble 

frothing at the corner of her jaws. 

 

1 DESTINY: What on earth…? 
 
 

Panel 2. A very confused Destiny has dished out Babs’ food onto an old cornflakes packet as it’s 

the only relatively clean thing she can see. Babs wolfs the food and Destiny pulls the cushions 

off of the settee. 

 

Panel 6: Babs and Destiny are lying on the cushions. Babs is fast asleep and snoring. Destiny is 

staring out the window at the stars. The time on the clock reads 18.27. 

 

2 SFX: (Babs) SNOOOORE. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny sits bolt upright as a loud thump is heard form next door. The clock reads 20.30. 

3 SFX: THUMP. 

Panel 4: Establishing shot. The street. The sky is still full of stars. It is silent and empty. 
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PAGE NINETEEN CONTINUED 

Panel 5: POV Destiny looking at the shop. There is a light on in the window. The shop is full of 

what looks like a biblical plague/swarm of something. Les is flailing his arms around. 

 

4 LES: Get out. 
 
 

Panel 6. POV from inside the shop. Destiny has opened the door. She looks in absolute horror at 

what she sees. Moths dart about her around the door opening. Les is dancing about, trying to 

bat the swarm away. 

 

5 LES: Get down. 
 
 

Panel 7. Width of page. Aerial POV of the shop. Moths stream out of the open door, what seems 

like millions of them, flying off into the dark, down the street and swirling about like a tornado. 

Destiny has disappeared from view. 
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PAGE TWENTY (five panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Interior of shop. Destiny is sprawled on the floor by the crisps on the 

right hand side (boxes of Golden Wonder Kung Fuey, Smiths etc). Most of the moths have gone 

but there are still a few fluttering about, crawling around on the carpet, dazed. Les is concerned 

about Destiny and crawls over towards her. His wispy hair is sticking up all over the place. 

 

1 LES: Come on, kid, shift yourself. 
 
 

Panel 2. Destiny sits up and rubs her hand across her face. Les, now sitting with his back against 

the crisp boxes, has lit a fag and is staring in horror at his foot, waggling it about. There is a moth 

attached to it. 

 

2 LES: It’s huge. Get it off. 
 
 

Panel 3. Les is kicking his feet together and the moth cracks and bursts. 

3 LES: Get it off. 

Panel 4. Les looks revolted and wipes the remains of the moth from his foot onto the floor. 

4 LES: What the hell was that? 

Panel 5. Destiny, a bit dazed, is concerned about Les. She puts her hand out to pat his arm. 
 
 

5 DESTINY: What’s going on, Les? 
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Episode Six 
PAGE TWENTY ONE (six panels) 

Panel 1. Les withdraws his arm away from Destiny’s hand. He looks really cross and scared. 

1 LES: Give it a rest, will you? Asking me all these flamin’ questions. How should I know? 

Panel 2.  Les looks confused and scared and is trying to hide this behind his harsh words. 
 
 

2 LES: I’m just the bloke in the background, the shopkeeper, the bloke who keeps it all ticking 

over. It’s people like me that keep this country going. Doing the dirty work, clearing up after 

everyone’s accidents. And what thanks do I get? I don’t say nothing about it, I can’t, ain’t 

allowed. My work ain’t romantic, pet, I ain’t no James Bond on a secret spy mission. 

 

Panel 3. Les folds his arms after his little speech. Destiny looks annoyed as he has brushed off 

her attempt at sympathy/kindness. 

 

3 DESTINY: I guess you’ve got a moth problem, then, Les. 
 
 

Panel 4. Les smokes his fag but avoids eye contact with Destiny. He looks a shifty. 
 
 

Panel 5. Destiny changes the subject and tries to appeal to Les’ better nature. 
 
 

4 DESTINY: Les, it’s my dad… where is he? His flat’s a mess, it stinks and there’s rubbish 

everywhere. I don’t think it’s the same flat. 

 

Panel 6. Les shoots Destiny a look of scorn. 
 
 

5 LES: Don’t be daft, woman. Course it’s his flat. Bin men are on strike, s’pose he hasn’t got 

anywhere to put his rubbish. 
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PAGE TWENTY TWO (four panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny looks confused. A dead moth falls from her hair into her lap. 

1 DESTINY: That’s what Edna said… 

Panel 2. Large panel. Les looks absolutely furious at the mention of Edna. He looks very big and 

very scary, powerful. His hair is fluttering about. His shadow is in the panel behind him and 

looms over him, like a separate entity. Destiny is cowering at the bottom of the panel. 

 

2 LES: Edna? 
 
 

Panel 3. Les points at Destiny who is out of the panel. He looks slightly (only slightly) less 

terrifying and the looming shadow has shrunk. 

 

3 LES: Don’t go getting mixed up with her, the hatchet-faced old bag. I’ve had more run-ins with 

that meddlesome gossip than I’ve had fags, and that’s saying something. Stay clear, I mean it. 

That woman’s no good. 

 

Panel 4. Destiny’s eyes are full of tears and her lip is wobbling She looks really angry. The moth 

that fell into her lap is in her hand. 

 

4 LES: What did you see? 
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PAGE TWENTY THREE (three panels) 

Panel 1. Les is scary again, all light and dark shading on his face. His shadow looms again and 

pokes its finger into Destiny’s shoulder at each word. Destiny looks scared. 

1 LES: What. Did. you. See. 

2 DESTINY: I didn’t do anything wrong. I just stood at the gate to the garden because Babs 

chased the cat and there was a boy called Budgie. He had a black eye… 
 
 

Panel 2. Les lifts the hatch to the counter to go through but stops abruptly. Destiny nods her 

head and puts the moth in her coat pocket. 

 

3 LES: A black eye? Are you sure? 
 
 

Panel 3. Les grabs a couple of packets of fags off the shelf behind the counter and some money 

out of the old-fashioned wooden till. 

 

4 LES: Right, you’re coming with me. 
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PAGE TWENTY FOUR (one panel) 

Panel 1. Full page panel. Les is now in the open doorway to the shop. The bell rings. He has 

turned to address Destiny who seems to be frozen to the spot next to the crisps. His mood is 

totally unreadable, his silhouetted face stony and closed like one of those figures on Easter 

Island. 

 

1 LES: I said now. 
 
 

2 SFX: DING DING DING. 
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Episode Seven 
PAGE TWENTY FIVE (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. A drizzly, dark, flag-stoned alleyway. The odd streetlight, but no one 

else is around. Les is striding ahead of Destiny and Babs who are desperately trying to keep up. 

There is a chip shop up ahead, bright lights reflecting off the drizzle. 

 

Panel 2. Destiny stares in the window and has to pull Babs along past the delicious smells 

coming from inside. A fluorescent pink star-shaped sign in the window reads ‘NEW FOR 1978 – 

CHIP BUTTY 

1 1/2p’. The glass is steamed up. 
 
 

1 LES: Stop flamin’ dawdling. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny looks back towards where Les was and they are just in time to see a flash of his 

fluorescent yellow vest and a spindly leg disappear through a door on the left. Apart from the 

light from the door and a lit sign above it, everything else is dark. The sign reads ‘Silver Hill 

Working Men’s Club’. 

 

2 SFX: SCREECH! HAHAHAHAH! CHEERS! (treble clefs and other musical symbols) 

Panel 4. Destiny and Babs getting soaked in the drizzle under the swinging sign. 

3 DESTINY: What do we do, Babs? We can’t stay out here all night. We’ll have to go after him. 
 
 

Panel 5. Large panel, width of the page. POV the room inside the door. Destiny and Babs poke 

their heads round the door. Behind them we can see the drizzle in the light of the sign. Inside 

the door is a 

lobby, a counter top to the left-hand side topped by a frosted glass-doored hatch. Books of pink 

raffle tickets sit in neat stacks next to a grubby ball of elastic bands and one of those revolting 

damp rubber thimbles that women in post offices use when they try to look important as they 

flick through pensions of a Thursday morning. It is a small space, made even smaller by the 

glossy dark brown anaglypta walls, the only escape being two doors marked ‘toilets’ and ‘bar’. 
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There is no one there, nothing to be seen beyond the hatch but a hanging wardrobe rail of 

heavy brown winter coats. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PAGE TWENTY FIVE CONTINUED 

4 DESTINY: Hello? 

Panel 6. Destiny and Babs are in the foyer. From the door marked bar, a voice can be heard. 

5 UNSEEN VOICE FROM BAR ROOM: Thank you, thank you. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen. 

Such a warm welcome from…the Silver Hill Working Men’s Club. Yeah! 
 
 

Panel 7. The door to the bar room is flung open and a man staggers through the lobby and in the 

direction of the toilets on the right, the alcohol and buffet mixture already sliding its way up his 

oesophagus and down his Status Quo t-shirt. His hair is cut like Brian Connolly from Sweet. He 

has on some wicked flares and platform shoes. 

 

6 DRUNK MAN: I’m gonna be sick. 
 
 

7 UNSEEN VOICE FROM BAR ROOM: Don’t forget the buffet is free tonight so tuck in, folks. 

There’s plenty of time until last orders so let’s get in the party mood with a bit…of…Racey!” 

 

8 SFX: YAYYYYY. WOOOOO. CLAP CLAP. 
 
 

Panel 8. The man catches his platforms in the giant hem of his flares and falls into the door 

marked ‘toilets’. Destiny and Babs go through the door into the bar room. 
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PAGE TWENTY SIX (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Large panel taking up most of the page. From above, Destiny and 

Babs make their way through a sea of people. The room is like a Dulux paint chart: beech, 

beige, chocolate, fawn, mud, mustard, oak, tan – you can take your pick of shade, as long as it is 

brown. From the polished brown vinyl tiles on the dancefloor, to the patterned fawn and rust 

carpet (complete with darker singed spots where carelessly discarded fags have melted the 

threads), sticky and flattened with spilt alcohol, sucking with some considerable strength to the 

soles of your shoes, to the dreary, almost greeny-brown of the vinyl covered chairs. The people 

are brown, too – jumpers, brown suede for bags and shoes, punctuated with the odd black, 

purple and even yellow and orange swirls for the more daring party-goers. Among this writhing 

sea of drabness, to the left of the panel, is a small beacon of fluorescent yellow (Les), reflecting 

from the bar which runs across the back of the room. To the right of the panel is a stage where 

the band are playing. They are called ‘Triple Denim’, as per the sign on the drum kit. The band 

are men and they are a ‘welcome’ break from the rest of the crowd because they are dressed 

from head to toe in blue denim. They seem proud to be showing their hairy chests and are being 

very suggestive with the ladies at the front of the crowd. Les stands out like a light at the end of 

a dull brown tunnel in his Hi Vis. Babs pulls at her lead, choking herself in her desperation to get 

to the one face she recognises as they weave between the crowds of people, all dancing and a 

having a laugh, too drunk to notice Destiny and her big white dog. 

 

1 SFX: (INDICATIONS OF MUSIC E.G. TREBLE CLEFS) WOOOOOOO, YEEEAAAHHHH, SHA LA LA, 

HAHAHAHAHAHAH. 

 

Panel 2. Destiny and Babs have been jostled by the crowd and end up in the middle of the bar 

area right in front of Edna. She has red lipstick smeared across her chops, bleeding into the 

crevices 

threading vertically from nose to mouth, after years of lip pursing and dragging at cigarettes, her 

teeth stained brown and chipped. She wears frosted blue eyeshadow up to her drawn-on 

eyebrows, semicircles that give her a permanent surprised stare, like a rabbit caught in 

headlights. Her skirt, brown suede, just about covers her backside and lardy thighs when she 

crouches to pick up her deliberately dropped matches, her knee boots exposing her modesty as 

she flashes her red suspenders and matching frilly knickers. A CORPULENT MAN in an ill-fitting 
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brown suit, cream shirt with huge collars and a brown tie pulled to one side sits on the stool 

next to Edna. He is a sweaty, 

 
 
 

PAGE TWENTY SIX CONTINUED 

balding man with a comb over and is in his element, dealing a swift slap to Edna’s semi-exposed 

behind with a guffaw that sprays chewed peanut muck all over the bar. Edna squeals in delight. 

Destiny looks disgusted and tries to pull Babs away but she is fixated on something above the 

bar. 

 

2 MAN: Guffaw. 
 
 

3 EDNA: Squeal. Ooh, Reg, you are awful. 

4 DESTINY: Come on, Babs, let’s find Les. 

Panel 3. Width of page. Above the bar is a mass of black feathers, singed, matted in places and 

sticking out at angles. A string of pink dangles down, a feather boa, wrapped around a bluey- 

green neck on top of which is a small fez with black trim. A cigarette is stuffed into the things 

lipstick-smeared beak, open mid cry, neck wrenched at ninety degrees. It is a bird, a peacock but 

not majestic with its royal plumes fanned behind: it looks like it has been crucified, a sacrifice, its 

misshapen body pinned to the plywood surround by a chain stretched taught around its neck, 

strangled, hung. Its eyes have been replaced with googly toy eyes that rattle and twitch at 

every movement. Nailed to its wooden stand, its poor legs are missing all their claws leaving it 

dangling in mid-air, its body balding. 

 

Panel 4. Reg reaches up and plucks out a loose feather, picking his teeth free of any remaining 

dry roasted with the quill. 

 

Panel 5. Les and Destiny sit on bar stools at the end of the bar. There is a pillar that supports the 

bar behind Destiny on the right which she leans against. There are empty Babycham crates next 

to Les. Babs settles down on the floor. There is a bottle of Newcastle Brown Ale in front of Les 

and a drink in a glass that looks like lemonade in front of Destiny. 
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Panel 6. Les whispers to Destiny. 
 
 

5 LES: Don’t look now, but you’ll see what I mean; that woman’s no good. 
 
 
 

PAGE TWENTY SIX CONTINUED 

Panel 7. Destiny looks round. Les ducks his head into his collar. 

6 LES: Not so flamin’ obvious. 
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PAGE TWENTY SEVEN (nine panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny watches as one of the men in Edna and Reg’s group gives Reg a wodge of cash. 

Edna stares at it, practically dribbling. 
 
 

1 REG: You know what to do, Edna, love. 
 
 

Panel 2. Edna saunters off towards the lobby. She has tucked the cash down her bra. She turns 

round and winks at the men who are all mesmerised by her. They are sweating and red and all 

look on the verge of a heart attack. 

 

Panel 3. Edna returns from the lobby. She licks her lips slowly and traces her fingers round Reg’s 

jaw as she downs the remainder of her drink. Reg is mesmerised and can’t take his eyes off her 

as he taps the side of his glass with a coin to get the barmaid’s attention. 

 

2 EDNA: It’s all there, sweet. 
 
 

Panel 4. Panel width of the page. Destiny and Les are chatting at the bar. Behind them are the 

crowds of partygoers, dancing and drinking, all silhouetted. 

 

3 DESTINY: What was that all about? Is she a prostitute? 
 
 

4 LES: Nah, she’s a tease alright but she only goes as far as she needs to. Thing is, what she does 

is worse than that. And her with that daughter of hers…I can’t understand it. 

 

Panel 5. Close up of Les looking old and sad. 
 
 

5 LES: I had a family once, you know. A wife, little daughter. But they went away. I let them 

down. 

 

Panel 6. Flashback. Montage. Les in younger days having fun with a lady (wedding day, holding 

baby up in the air, sitting in the club they are in now with his arm round the lady). 
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PAGE TWENTY SEVEN CONTINUED 

6 LES: The stupid thing is that I really did love Cynthia but I was a different man then. 
 
 

Panel 7. Same as last montage scene, Les with his arm round Cynthia in the club but he is 

looking over his shoulder at another woman. 

 

Panel 8: ‘Lothario’, they called me. ‘Les the lothario.’ A roving eye, liked the ladies too much. 
 
 

7 LES: Poor Cynthia stayed at home with the baby, little Sarah. Lovely kid, she was. Cynthia had 

enough in the end, too many rumours, most of them true except for the one about Edna. 

Turned her down, never touched her. Not my type, not even then. I’ve got me standards 
 
 

Panel 9: Flashback. Cynthia sitting on the bed in her bedroom, crying. Beyond the net curtain at 

the window, Les can be seen outside, a suitcase in each hand staring up at the top window. 

 

8 LES (FLASHBACK): Cynthia, please. It’s not true. I never touched her. 
 
 

9 LES (NOW): But Cynthia believed Edna’s rubbish, no reason not to with my track record. Far as 

I know she’s still living up at her mam’s in Lincolnshire. Never been another bird since. All the 

fun went out of it. Don’t know what you’ve got ‘til it’s gone, pet. 
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PAGE TWENTY EIGHT (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny and Les in conversation against the backdrop of dancing silhouettes again. 

1 DESTINY: I don’t see the problem. She only gave me a couple of slices of … 

Panel 2. Destiny’s mind’s eye. Cameos surrounded by black. Budgie with a black eye, the two 

slices of bread reading ‘stay away’, Edna slapping Budgie’s face. 

 

2 DESTINY: Budgie. 
 
 

Panel 3. Les swills downs his drink. 
 
 

3 LES: Poor lad. Him and Lottie should get away. Before she turns into her mother. Before it’s 

too late. 
 
 

Panel 4. Les stretches his arms and cracks his knuckles. 

4 DESTINY: Too late for what, Les? What’s wrong? 

Panel 5. Close up of Destiny looking worried. 
 
 

5 DESTINY: What’s the matter? 
 
 

Panel 6. Les and Destiny from the side, facing the bar. 
 
 

6 LES: It ain’t me that’s the matter, pet. It’s you. 
 
 

Panel 7. Destiny. Tears. 
 
 

7 DESTINY: I haven’t done anything wrong. 

Panel 8. Les. 
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PAGE TWENTY EIGHT CONTINUED 

8 LES: No, pet, you haven’t. It’s what you’re going to do that’s the problem. 
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Episode Eight 
PAGE TWENTY NINE (two panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Large panel. Destiny and Babs are walking through the countryside. 

POV from a hill behind them. They are walking down away from the hill into a wide flat valley 

with numerous hedgerows bordering the many fields. The valley rises on the other side to 

another expanse of hills, beyond which is the sea but we can’t see this (maybe a few seagulls). It 

is early morning and still dark. The sky is vast and filled with stars and the moon is large and 

bright. Destiny and Babs look small amongst nature. 

 

1 DESTINY: Do you remember when we used to come here with dad? 
 
 

Panel 2. This panel is the width of the page and is a panoramic view of what we have just seen 

but it merges the seasons from left to right, rabbits scuttling about in spring, crops swaying in 

May, hay bales in August and fallow ground in December (now). 

 

2 DESTINY (SPREAD ACROSS THE PANORAMIC VIEW): The fields rolling either side, birds galore 

swoop and dive, swallows returning in the spring dart like paper planes high in the upper winds, 

early crops swaying in May, tiny wrens move invisible amongst the wild hedgerows, shaking the 

foliage as they hunt for food and hide from the keen-eyed kestrels with 20/20 vision, owning the 

vast blue skies. Then September, stacked with hay bales while rooks group and caw to mark the 

end of the summer, iron, brown and fallow in the dead of the winter months and the drawing in 

of the evenings when the clocks go back. 



124  

PAGE THIRTY (five panels) 

Panel 1. Flashback. It is summer, hot and dry. The view from the previous panel can be seen 

over the hedgerow as a younger Destiny, Babs and dad are walk down a country lane in the 

midground. Destiny looks happy, dad looks troubled (can’t see his face, maybe hunched 

shoulders) and Babs is plodding along, panting. Behind them, in the background, a yellow 

council truck rumbles up the road in a cloud of dust. A magpie pecks at some roadkill by the side 

of the lane in the foreground. 

 

1 DAD: I’ve got something to tell you, love. 

Panel 2. The truck comes past in a cloud of dust. 

Panel 3. The magpie is dead, squashed by the truck, roadkill still hanging form its beak. 

Destiny’s dad is kneeling down, his hands gripping Destiny’s arms. Destiny is crying. 
 
 

2 DAD: Me and your mum, I can’t…we’re splitting up. I’m going to be living here from now on. 
 
 

Panel 4. Present day. It is still dark. Destiny and Babs are walking up a lane at the end of which is 

a stile and a field. On the left is an old brick school. On the right are some garages and a hedge. 

The sky is still dark and there are loads of stars. Babs is lagging behind, sniffing at something in 

the hedge. 

 

3 DESTINY: Come on, Babs. 
 
 

Panel 5. They have climbed over the stile and are in the field. A kestrel soars overhead, hovering 

over a figure on the opposite left side of the field by some trees which cover the steep side of 

the field. Babs is rolling around on her back in something revolting. 
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PAGE THIRTY ONE (seven panels) 

Panel 1. As they get a bit nearer, they can see the figure is kicking leaves, making a pile out of 

them. Babs looks alert. 

 

1 DESTINY: What are they doing, Babs? 
 
 

Panel 2. Babs runs towards the figure. Destiny jogs after her and is waving. 

2 DESTINY: Alright, Budgie? 

Panel 3. Budgie looks shifty, in a hurry, kicking the leaves into a bigger pile. He looks round at 

Destiny. His eye looks worse than yesterday, purple and hooded. 

 

3 BUDGIE: Oh, alright, Destiny? 
 
 

Panel 4. Budgie stands with his back to the pile. Babs is sniffing and pawing at the leaves. 

4 DESTINY: What are you doing out so early? 

5 BUDGIE: Not a lot. What about you? 
 
 

6 DESTINY: Oh, I couldn’t sleep and Babs wanted a walk. Listen… 
 
 

Panel 5. Wide panel. Destiny takes the moth out of her pocket and puts it in the palms of her 

hands. 

 

7 DESTINY: …what do you know about moths? There was a swarm of them, at the shop and I … 
 
 

Panel 6. Babs is in the pile of leaves, pulling at some black net. The leaves are moving about and 

not just because of Babs. Budgie is panicked and shouting at Babs. Destiny is surprised. 

 

8 BUDGIE: Get away. Leave it. Can’t you keep your dog under control? 
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PAGE THIRTY ONE CONTINUED 

Panel 7. Large panel in the middle of the page. A leaf explosion. Babs jumps into Destiny’s lap 

causing Destiny to fall to the ground. Budgie jumps into the pile of leaves. 

9 BUDGIE: I told you to stay away. 
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PAGE THIRTY TWO (six panels) 

Panel 1. The leaves have scattered revealing a rectangular board of plywood the size of a pillow. 

There on the board, like a mouse in a trap, is a kestrel, flapping, pecking and clearly in distress, 

held in place by the net that Babs was pulling at. A dead mouse lies on the board having been 

used as bate. Destiny is horrified. 

 

1 DESTINY: What the hell, Budgie? 
 
 

Panel 2. Destiny kicks at the trap. The dead mouse flies through the air with Babs in hot pursuit. 

2 DESTINY: WHAT THE HELL? 

Panel 3. Budgie’s POV. Destiny is incandescent with fury. She is looking down at Budgie on the 

ground. 
 
 

3 DESTINY: What is this? Why…? 
 
 

Panel 4. Destiny’s POV. Budgie is lying on the ground in the foetal position, sobbing and shaking. 

4 BUDGIE: Please don’t… 

Panel 5. POV behind Destiny and Budgie. They both look towards the entrance to the field 

where the stile is. There is a GHOSTLY FIGURE in white streaking across the field. 

 

5 GHOSTLY FIGURE: BUDGIE. 
 
 

Panel 6. Ghostly figure arrives at Budgie and Destiny. It is a girl with long brown hair, in a white 

nightie and black wellies. The girl looks very angry and what would normally be a pretty face is 

spoilt by her fury. She resembles Lorraine. 

 

6 GIRL: Who the hell are you? 
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Episode Nine 
PAGE THIRTY THREE (five panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny on the left, girl on the right. The girl is standing in front of Budgie who is now 

standing up. She has her hands on her hips and a bolshie face. Destiny has her hands in front of 

her, signifying that she means no harm. 

 

1 BUDGIE: It’s ok, she’s walking her dog. She’s the one Tommy likes. 
 
 

Panel 2. POV the girl’s face. She relaxes and her face loses its vicious Lorraine-like scowl. She 

smiles and offers her hand. A wary Destiny shakes it. 

 

2 GIRL: Hi, I’m Lottie. Just like to be sure he’s behaving himself, you know what men are like. 
 
 

Panel 3. Lottie bends down to Budgie, wraps her arms around him and kisses his head. He sags 

into her, running his rough blood-flecked hands through her beautiful hair. They clearly adore 

each other. 

 

3 BUDGIE: I can’t do this anymore. 
 
 

4 LOTTIE: Shhh, there there. 
 
 

Panel 4. Budgie looks up at Destiny. 
 
 

5 BUDGIE: I’m really sorry… about the kestrel…I should have… 
 
 

Panel 5. Lottie smiles up at Destiny. Destiny is very surprised at what she says. 
 
 

6 LOTTIE: It’s not your fault, it’s really not. 
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PAGE THIRTY FOUR (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Budgie and Lottie heave themselves off the frozen ground, Lottie smoothing down her 

night dress, flustered, embarrassed. Budgie drags his coat sleeve over his eyes, runs his fingers 

through his curls and clears his throat. He looks ashamed. 

 

1 BUDGIE: I’m sorry about this. It’s not what it looks like. I hate doing it. 

2 DESTINY: Then why do you? I mean, that poor kestrel… 

3 LOTTIE: It’s for my mother. She makes him do it. For money. 
 
 

Panel 2. Lottie’s hair is streaming out behind her in a breeze. She looks like a little girl, small 

against the starry sky. Destiny seems bigger than her, more like the grown up in this situation. 

 

4 DESTINY: I don’t understand. You mean she pays you? 
 
 

5 LOTTIE: No, it’s worse than that. I’m fifteen, Budgie is eighteen. She says she’ll tell the police 

we’ve been…you know - underage and all that - if he doesn’t trap the birds for her. He’d go to 

prison. 

 

Panel 3. Close up of Lottie’s head and shoulders with a looming mirage of a smug Edna behind 

her. There is a vague resemblance. 

 

6 DESTINY: Edna? Edna’s your mum? 
 
 

Panel 4. Lottie’s face has changed. Her face is livid, even in the dark of the morning, sticking her 

finger in Destiny’s face, barking like a dog at a postman. She looks a lot like both Edna and 

Lorraine now, who appear, laughing, in the mirage behind her. Babs barks at her, as she poses a 

threat to Destiny. 

 

7 LOTTIE: Yeah, and? Don’t stick your nose in where it don’t belong. What’s any of this got to do 

with you anyway? 
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PAGE THIRTY FOUR CONTINUED 

Panel 5. Lottie raises her leg to deliver a kick to Babs. Babs is still barking. Destiny gets in front 

of Babs and looks ready to go for Lottie. 

 

8 LOTTIE: Tell that thing to back off or I’ll do it for you. 
 
 

Panel 6. All heads turn away to the far end of the field where the stile is. A light has come on in 

an upstairs window a few streets away, a figure with curlers silhouetted. Lottie and Budgie 

exchange anxious looks. 

 

9 LOTTIE: We’ve got to go. 
 
 

Panel 7. Lottie and Budgie run across the field holding hands. 
 
 

10 BUDGIE: Come round later…the flat next to Edna’s…and bring that moth. 



131  

PAGE THIRTY FIVE (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Outside Edna’s flat. Edna lives in the top half of an old terrace 

surrounded by a flimsy wooden balcony, wound tightly with all colours of tinsel, dividing her 

territory from that of Reg’s next door. The front door is mid blue with a metal-meshed glass 

panel from waist height upwards. The outside walls are lined with gaudy decorations; brightly 

painted plaster birds, shell decorations, wind chimes, little flags and windmills. There is a navy 

Silver Cross pram outside, the same one that the woman had been pushing outside the shop 

when she went past with Jason, positioned to catch the feeble rays of winter sun. From inside 

the flat, Edna chirps and chatters to her birds. 

 

1 EDNA: There’s a good boy, Joey. That’s right, come and have your Trill. Get down, Tiddles. You 

can have your foodies in a minute. Tiddles. I said get down. Leave Joey alone. Right, that’s it. 

 

Panel 2. The front door opens and Tiddles is launched out. 
 
 

2 EDNA: Go on, get out of it. You can bloomin’ stay out there until you learn to behave. 
 
 

Panel 3. Tiddles is the same cat that Babs had chased two night ago. He extends his claws out as 

he catches the blue canvas roof of the pram. Destiny has to pull at Babs’ lead to keep her from 

leaping onto the pram after it. The door slams shut and from inside the pram comes a cry. 

 

3 SFX: WAAAHHH. 
 
 

Panel 4. Tiddles hisses at the kid as it whinges, grizzling at the rude awakening. Tiddles rakes his 

outstretched paw across the kid’s face. The kid screams and Tiddles goes for it, hissing, wailing, 

fur flying, the lot. The door snaps open again. 

 

4 SFX: HISS, MEOWWWWW, WAAAAAAHHHHHHH, SCRAAAATCHHHH. 
 
 

Panel 5. Edna appears in a pink frilly apron, her vest stained under the arms, crispy with sweat 

that let the cotton split and freeing the hair that has likely never seen a razor. She throws 

Tiddles onto the floor and he scuttles off into the flat next door’s open front door. 
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PAGE THIRTY FIVE CONTINUED 

5 EDNA: Tiddles. You little …. Oh, flamin’ hell. 
 
 

Panel 6. Edna picks up the poor kid who is by this time screaming its little head off. The inside of 

the pram is a blood bath. 

 

6 SFX (THE KID): WAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH. 
 
 

Panel 7. Edna wipes the kids face with a dirty tissue from her apron pocket and hurries it inside. 
 
 

Panel 1. Outside Reg’s flat. Same front door as Edna’s but the outside is scruffier. The balcony is 

rotting, there are bin bags galore, old leaves gathered in the corners of the door, a soggy 

doormat, a couple of bikes. The door to Reg’s flat opens. Across Budgie chucks Tiddles out the 

door. 

 

1 BUDGIE: For crying out loud, Tiddles, not now. 
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Page THIRTY SIX (seven panels) 

2 DESTINY: Alright? 
 
 

Panel 2. Budgie grabs Destiny’s coat, checks from left to right and then pulls her into the flat. 
 
 

3 BUDGIE: Quick, get inside, before anyone sees you. Through here. 
 
 

Panel 3. Panel the width of the page. The front room of Reg’s flat. There is a brown settee and 

two matching armchairs round the edges of the room, with a hatch and counter top through to 

the kitchen where Tommy is faffing about. A tiled coffee table sits between the seating covered 

in cans, a full ashtray, matches, pamphlets, sweet wrappers and various other rubbish/bits and 

pieces that you might find in a pocket (Swiss Army knife etc.). The room is sparse, no pictures or 

ornaments above the gas fire mantelpiece. A brown curtain is partially drawn across the 

window, a few of the curtain hooks having come free so it dangles shabbily at an angle. 

Everything is a bit grimy, covered in crumbs. Budgie clears one of the armchairs of old 

newspapers and a jumper so Destiny can sit down. 

 

4 DESTINY: Did you see what that cat did to the baby? 
 
 

5 BUDGIE: The baby? You mean Davey? He’s not a baby, he’s nearly five, just a bit weedy. 

Always got a cough or a cold or chicken pox or something. Edna’ll just say it’s a rash or 

something. She always manages to sweet-talk Janice when something like this happens. 

Diddums to Tiddles, he’s a nasty piece of work. Always going for Edna’s birds 

 

Panel 4. Destiny has sat down in the chair. Tommy appears in the kitchen doorway, grinning 

inanely, face red, holding two mugs of tea. 

 

6 BUDGIE: Come on then, Tommy. Give her a brew. 

Panel 5. Close up of Tommy who carries on grinning. 

Panel 6. Tommy and Budgie sit on the settee. They are sipping their tea but both splutter it out. 
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PAGE THIRTY SIX CONTINUED 

7 DESTINY: Is this your flat? 
 
 

Panel 7. Budgie and Tommy exchange shifty looks. 
 
 

8 BUDGIE: Nah, well, this is where we kip. There’s not much room at Edna’s. The spare room’s 

full up at the moment. This is Reg’s place. He lets us stay here when he’s out of town 

on…errr…business. He goes up to Portobello once a week to sell...stuff. 
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Episode Ten 
PAGE THIRTY SEVEN (five panels) 

Panel 1. Tommy and Budgie make themselves comfortable, both sets of feet resting on the 

coffee table, amongst the used matches, dirty cutlery and plates. Tommy blushes a thousand 

shades of purple. Babs is snoring gently, having made herself comfortable on the floor next to 

Tommy. She is obviously quite at home. 

 

1 BUDGIE: ‘Ere, what were you going to say about that moth? Tommy’s an expert on moths and 

butterflies. What’s the matter with you? I’ve never seen him like this. I think he likes you. 

 

Panel 2. Destiny fishes in her pocket for the moth and places it on the table between a salt pot 

and a pamphlet about The Common Market. Tommy picks it up and holds it in the palm of his 

hand. He becomes animated. 

 

2 TOMMY: This, my darlin’, is a Herald moth. 
 
 

Panel 3. Tommy sits on the arm of my chair. 
 
 

3 TOMMY: Although why it was out flying at this time of year…where did you say you found it? 
 
 

4 DESTINY: They were in the shop. 
 
 

Panel 4. Tommy slides off the arm of the chair and next to Destiny on the seat, so they are both 

crammed on there. Tommy puts his arm round Destiny. They both grin, Destiny looks 

embarrassed but happy. 

 

Panel 5. Destiny sits bolt upright as from somewhere in the flat there is the most awful screech. 

Tommy and Budgie are both shocked, staring at Destiny wide-eyed and frozen. 

 

5 DESTINY: What was that? What was it? Budgie, you said you wouldn’t… 
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PAGE THIRTY EIGHT (three panels) 

Panel 1. Wide panel. Destiny’s POV. She has opened a door and is peering into the room 

beyond. The room is dark, stuffy, the curtains pulled despite the brightness of the day. The dark 

burgundy walls and matching carpet make the room feel claustrophobic and what seems like 

hundreds of glass boxes float on the walls, on the sideboard, the bedside tables, everywhere. 

Eyes, hundreds of pairs of shiny eyes flash from under the tassled lampshade. A moth-eaten 

crow with a mouse in its beak. A blackbird, its neck at an unnatural angle in mid call. A buzzard, 

its sparsely-feathered wings spread. A beakless chaffinch in a miniature bird bath. Birds galore 

nestle amongst bits of twig and moss trapped in glass cases, absolutely still. All quite still, a 

terrible display of nature, a warning to careless birds who were too fixated on the worm. Resting 

in the middle of the bed is an empty glass case, a brown parcel label, in black ink neatly written 

‘Pica pica – common magpie’. 
 
 

1 SFX (OFF PANEL): SCREEEEEECH! 
 
 

Panel 2. Destiny goes through the one unopened door in the hall. Budgie stands behind her in 

the doorway, looking ashamed. Clear plastic sheets cover the floor, walls, ceiling, a bare bulb 

dangling from a punctured hole. At the far end by the blanketed window is a work bench, a 

basic pasting table with a chunky Swiss Army knife, a carving knife and three tubes of superglue, 

all neatly lined up next to two pairs of yellow rubber gloves. Underneath the pasting table is a 

beautiful finely carved wooden bird cage, stained with blood and pocked with scratch marks. 

Trapped inside, worrying at its shackled neck is a single magpie, the bluey-ink of its wings dull in 

the cramped and claustrophobic space. A wide metal ring circles its neck and attached to this is 

rusty chain, in turn attached to a spike gouged into the cage. 

 

2 BUDGIE: You weren’t supposed to see this. 

3 DESTINY: YOU DON’T SAY. 

Panel 3. Destiny snatches at the cage, fiddling with the catch and lets the bird out. The poor bird 

flaps and pulls but the chain stops it from flying anywhere. It is exhausted, terrified and covered 

in its own crap. 
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PAGE THIRTY EIGHT CONTINUED 

4 BUDGIE: No, don’t. It can’t get away! Reg’ll kill us. We’re going to have to do this now, Tommy. 
 
 

5 TOMMY: This is going to be a nightmare to clean up. 
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PAGE THIRTY NINE (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Budgie has bundled the bird back in the cage. Tommy holds the bin bag open, trying to 

keep the opening as square as possible and slides it over the cage, twisting the top to keep it 

closed. 

 

1 DESTINY: What are you doing? 
 
 

Panel 2. They are in the kitchen. The bag is in on the small Formica kitchen table. Tommy grabs 

the clipped tube bulging out of the back of the gas stove and removes the clip. 

 

Panel 3. Tommy threads the pipe through the top of the black bag. Budgie shoves open the 

windows, sending washing up liquid and glass milk bottles clattering into the sink. 

 

2 BUDGIE: Ready? 
 
 

Panel 4. Tommy nods and Budgie turns the dial on the oven. A loud hiss as the gas escapes. 

3 Tommy: Ready. 

4 SFX (oven): HIIIIIIISSSSSSSSSS. 
 
 

Panel 5. Tommy and Budgie look at the floor as the contents of the bag flaps and cries. Budgie’s 

eyes raise beneath his brows, watching the flinching second hand on the wall clock. Destiny has 

tears rolling down her cheeks but she does nothing. 

 

5 SFX (clock): TICK. TICK. TICK 
 
 

Panel 6. At fifteen seconds on the clock, the flapping stops. 
 
 

Panel 7. Thirty seconds on the clock. Tommy replaces the clip on the gas pipe, stuffing the tube 

down the back of the oven. Budgie tips the cage and something light gently falls against the 

side. Tommy nods. Budgie returns the nod. 
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PAGE THIRTY NINE CONTINUED 

Panel 8. Destiny snaps out of her frozen state. She throws herself out the front door and is sick 

all over the doormat. She is crying. 

 

6 DESTINY: BLEEEUUUUGGGHHHH. 
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PAGE FORTY (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Destiny is stomping up the side of the valley from earlier, towards the 

sea. She is very angry. It is misty. Babs is scampering about. 

 

1 DESTINY: I can’t believe that nasty old man knows what they’re doing and hasn’t done 

anything about it, Babs. He’s a lying, pathetic hypocrite. Well, he can just get stuffed. 

 

Panel 2. Imaginary scene. The heads of a sneering Lorraine, a moody teen from at school and a 

monolithic Les. 

 

2 LORRAINE: Get Dave’s can now, you lazy little cow. 
 
 

3 MOODY TEEN FROM THE SCHOOL HALL: Everybody hates you, you’re a loser. 
 
 

4 LES: Don’t go past the fields, don’t go into the mist, don’t go to the beach, don’t… 
 
 

Panel 3. They have reached the other side of the valley and are gently walking uphill. Destiny is 

crying furious, frustrated tears. Her hair is sweaty and clinging to her face. 

 

5 DESTINY: Why don’t I do what I want? Because they’re right: I’m a big baby, a weirdo, a loser. 

Well, I don’t need anyone else, I’ve got you, Babs. 
 
 

Panel 4. Destiny wipes her tears away. She is surrounded by fog. 
 
 

Panel 5. Aerial view of Destiny. She looks little and all alone and scared. 

6 DESTINY: Babs? 

Panel 6. From behind Destiny’s shoulder. She is shielding her eyes from the light ahead of her, 

coming out of the mist. 
 
 

7 SFX (BABS FROM IN THE MIST): WOOF. 
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PAGE FORTY CONTINUED 

Panel 7. Babs comes faintly in to view through the mist and the light gets brighter as the mist 

thins. 

 

8 DESTINY: Maybe Les was right, maybe we shouldn’t have come this far. I can’t see a thing. 
 
 

9 SFX: WAVES CRASHING. 
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Episode Eleven 
PAGE FORTY ONE (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Page width. Babs is wagging her tail and panting, a stick at her feet. The mist has 

cleared and they are standing on the top of a cliff. Below them is a shingle beach, and from up 

on the cliffs, they can see far out to sea. Looking down the coast to the right, fog lays like a 

blanket where the quay would be and across The Sabres. The fog is punctuated by flashing 

lights, red and blue like a parked ambulance or fire engine, loads of colours winking through the 

shroud like lighthouses warning against danger. To the left is nothing but cliffs and bays, 

completely inaccessible except by water. Destiny throws Babs’ stick and she leaps after it, her 

back legs so thin for her bulky body size, like a little deer. 
 
 

1 DESTINY: I don’t get it, Babs. What’s the big deal? It’s just a beach. 
 
 

Panel 2. Stick retrieved, Bab’s stops and looks over her shoulder, waiting for permission to 

go…where? The cliff path continues on but there is a second path, a track, orange sand and 

rusty barbed wire indicating its path. It is overgrown with gorse, covered in the chalk that forms 

the cliffs and drops steeply down so you can’t see beyond, clearly not used for years. Cliff 

erosion more than likely. 

 

2 DESTINY: No, I don’t think we’ll go down there. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny’s POV. She peeps over the edge of the path and sees a sign, wooden, peeling 

white paint, wood bleached a dead grey by the elements: ‘DANGER! No entry’, something 

indecipherable, something… ‘injury’… something, something… ‘Parish Council 1977’. On the 

stretch of path beyond the sign is a string of barbed wire, rusty cans and broken bottles, faded 

crisp bags, smooth bits of driftwood; just a rubbish dump. Just a rubbish dump populated with 

moths: they fly in and out of view, hovering over the gorse, fluttering around the sign, never 

landing, never keeping still. 

 

3 DESTINY: Babs, come away. 
 
 

Panel 4. Babs slithers under the corroded barbed wire and disappears under the overhang. 

Destiny can see the tip of a waggy tail. 
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PAGE FORTY ONE CONTINUED 

4 DESTINY: No, Babs, stay. 

5 SFX (BABS): WOOF. 

Panel 5. Destiny slides down the orange sand and chalky lumps, ripping her Parka on the barbed 

wire, yelping as she passes through the pile of rubbish. 

 

6 SFX: RRRRIIIIPPPP. 
 
 

7 SFX (DESTINY): AAGGGHHHH. 
 
 

Panel 6. She is stopped when she slides into a load of gorse bushes. 

8 SFX (DESTINY): OOOOOWWWWWW. 

Panel 7. Large panel. Destiny turns towards to the cliff face but it isn’t a cliff face. There are 

sheets of corrugated iron, rusty and covered in graffiti, anarchy signs and ‘Bay City Rollers’ 

partially covering a pitch black hole. Babs is investigating inside the hole, rustling among the 

debris that lays inside. There is rustling, fluttering, a cloud of dust as out from the black hole 

comes a stream of flying things, disturbed by Babs’ sudden invasion, the same as the swarm 

from the shop, the same as the stragglers by the rubbish. 

 

9 DESTINY: Come on, Babs. Where are you? 

http://www/
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PAGE FORTY TWO (six panels) 

Panel 1. Babs is standing in the doorway of the cave, an old black boot in her mouth. She is 

smiling, like dogs do, and wagging her tail. Destiny goes into the cave. 

 

Panel 2. It is pitch black in the cave, only the light from the entrance illuminating Destiny’s face. 

She looks scared. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny turns around to the entrance, checking that there is still a way out, reassured 

by the captured view of the sea, seagulls wheeling, white tips of the waves fresh in the sea 

breeze, all framed by the mouth of the small cave, the flapping corrugated iron and the gorse 

bushes beyond. 

 

1 DESTINY: This would be a lovely place to come if we had a torch. No one nagging. They’d never 

find us. 
 
 

Panel 4. Destiny can make out litter on the floor of the cave: a huge, straight-edged can labelled 

with ‘Watney’s Party Seven Bitter’; hundreds of soft cigarette butts; an empty glass bottle of 

‘Babycham’; an upturned plastic ‘Corona’ crate. She picks up an old newspaper. 

 

2 DESTINY: Looks like other people have had the same idea. 
 
 

Panel 5. The yellowing paper is a copy of The Sporting Times, December 1977, the name 

‘Driscoll’ marked in the corner, black ink fingerprints smudged across where someone has 

flicked the pages. 
 
 

Panel 6. Still holding the newspaper, Destiny jumps and looks behind her, up in the air, as a dark 

shape bumps into her. 

 

3 DESTINY: What the…? 
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PAGE FORTY THREE (four panels) 

Panel 1. The thing that bumped into Destiny swings away, suspended from the ceiling, a few 

moths fluttering around its bulk. It swivels and turns in the salty breeze, creaking as it pulls on 

its tether in the ceiling. A feeble sunbeam struggles through the mouth of the cave, briefly 

bouncing off the fluorescent yellow attached to the swinging lump. As the sunbeam tracks down 

through the clouds and across the swivelling shape, Destiny realises that the shape is Les. He is 

hanging from the ceiling of the cave, from a tree root. His hood is done up so his face can’t be 

seen. 

 

1 DESTINY: Les! What have you done? 
 
 

Panel 2. Babs is going mad, barking, and jumping up at Les’ dangling legs, scraping at his jacket. 

Destiny uses the Corona crate as a stool, just like Les must have done, and she climbs up, 

shaking his shoulders. 

 

2 DESTINY: Les, can you hear me? 

3 BABS: Woof. Bark. 

Panel 3. Destiny listens for Les’ breathing. She fumbles for the zip on his hood, dragging the 

reluctant rusty metal back to release his head. It lolls forward, his impossibly patchy thin hair 

exposing the shiny scalp beneath. 

 

4 DESTINY: Oh no… 
 
 

Panel 4. Very large panel. Full panel of Les hanging from the ceiling, his face a grinning skull. He 

has obviously been hanging there for many years, judging by the extent of the mummification. 

He is missing a boot on one foot. 
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PAGE FORTY FOUR (five panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. POV inside the shop door. Destiny bursts into the shop. The bell rings 

wildly. She is shaken, angry, and sweaty. 

 

1 DESTINY: Where are you? 
 
 

Panel 2. Babs is snuffling around by the crisps and finds an open packet of Frazzles to keep her 

occupied. Destiny is looking around, agitated. There is a full ashtray on the counter but no 

burning fag. 

 

2 DESTINY: Les. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny leans over the counter, her feet dangling as she peers over the edge, expecting 

to see Les hiding from her. But there is no one hiding there, just the threadbare piece of filthy 

carpet parcel-taped to the floor and a stack of papers, expertly tied with string and ready to go 

back to the print the next morning. 

 

Panel 4. Destiny lifts the flap of the counter and enters the ‘shopkeeper’ area. There are packets 

of plasters, posters saying ‘go to work on an egg’ and ‘Join the Tufty Club’ showing a squirrel in 

yellow trousers and a blue jacket, something about road safety. There are leaflets on 

decimalisation, inky finger prints all covered in the dust and debris of cigarettes. But no Les. The 

door through to the back is open, a light shining through the barred window, a piece of black bin 

liner buffeting in the icy breeze. She looks over her shoulder to check no one is watching. 

 

Panel 5. Large panel. View of the back room. There isn’t much room out the back and Destiny’s 

foot collides with a metal bucket covered with the side of a cardboard box. Its contents slops 

against the sides and smells sickeningly of the boys toilets. Stacks of magazines and newspapers, 

shelves of bricks and planks hold surplus stock – Tate and Lyle sugar, Robinson’s marmalade, 

Typhoo tea, as advertised by smoking monkeys - all shadowed and silhouetted in the dark. But 

no Les. What would have been the cupboard under the stairs is at the back of the room, the 

stairway to the flat above clearly marked in the crumbly brickwork. 
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PAGE FORTY FIVE (three panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny fumbles against the sticky wall trying to find a light switch, yelps as something 

light and stringy touches her hand. The cord illuminates a desk under a bare bulb, an old shabby 

desk, wooden with scratches and black ink smudges. The scratches on the desk are recognisable 

as numbers and letters: ‘JL, 1654’, and ‘WJ, 1899’, ‘LD, 1977’, smeared black with time and ink 

from the well in the corner of the desk where a book lays. It is a large book, the size of The 

Times all stretched out, with a cracked brown spine and well-thumbed corners. 

 

Panel 2. Close up of book. It is black and there is no title. Destiny opens the book. 
 
 

Panel 3. The inside of the ledger is old, yellowing and written in black calligraphy on the first 

page is: 

 

Oh Sacred Spirit, who didst brood 

Upon the chaos dark and rude, 

Who bad’st its angry tumult cease 

And gavest light, and life and peace: 

Oh hear us when we cry to Thee  

For those in peril on the sea! 
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PAGE FORTY SIX (five panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny opens the book to a page further in. There are four columns per page and it is 

as thick as a bible at least. The page she stops at has a sepia picture of a man with a beard and 

light eyes, apparent from the pale brown that they appeared in the picture. The photos are 

small like passport photos. He seems to be dressed smartly, wearing a bow tie and a suit, his 

hair parted neatly to one side. The book states his name as Walter Javentry, born 1874, died in 

1899, while date of witness, whatever that means, states 14th December 1899. 

 
Panel 2. Another page is titled RMS Titanic. It has a list of 1514 names, all numbered, all with 

different dates of birth, the same date of death but different dates of witness. There are oldies, 

parents, kids, teenagers, babies even, some dressed in posh clothes, others in practically rags. 

 

Panel 3. Destiny is shaking. She is cold, she can see her own breath. She sticks her hands in her 

pockets. 

 

Panel 4. Destiny realises that her hands are wet. Her coat is soaked and her hair is too. She is 

completely saturated with water. 

 

Panel 5. Smoke coils through the dark room like a charmed snake and from the very corner of 

her eye, Destiny sees the red glow of a butt behind the glass in the door to the shop. She is 

scared. 

 

1 LES: Let me in, pet. 
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PAGE FORTY SEVEN (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Destiny is sitting on the tall chair behind the desk, a bit like Bob Cratchett’s chair in A 

Christmas Carol. She is soaked, dripping water onto the floor. She looks scared, small, child-like. 

 

1 DESTINY: No. 
 
 

Panel 2. The cigarette smoke becomes thicker. Les’ hand raises the fag to his mouth and he 

blows out the smoke as if in slow motion. His hand is Destiny’s side of the door, as is his leg. His 

body has passed through the glass, like dry water, no shattering, no splintering of wood as he 

passes through. He stands there, half in, half out. 

 

2 LES: Ok, have it your way. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny backs off against the crumbling wall under the stairs, standing on the chair likes 

she’s seen a mouse. She looks terrified. 
 
 

3 LES. Don’t be so daft, you stupid girl. It’s only me. 
 
 

Panel 4. Les looks beat, with his sagging shoulders and wispy hair, close to tears. 
 
 

4 LES: Go on then, you might as well have a look now. It’s the last entry. 
 
 

Panel 5. Side on of Destiny looking in the book, tears pouring down her cheeks. In the back, in 

the very last entry, is a school photo of Destiny with her birthday and date of death. The date of 

witness is blank. 

 

5 LES (OFF PANEL): Just flamin’ get on with it woman, then you can go. That’s what you want, 

isn’t it? To leave here. But you mark my words, it’s not what you think it’s going to be, oh no. 

You ain’t going home, right? You can’t ever go home. You’d better sit down for this one, pet. 

 

Panel 6. Destiny’s face, tears, lip trembling, hair soaked. 
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PAGE FORTY SEVEN CONTINUED 

6 DESTINY: You’re dead, Les! 
 
 

Panel 7. Les spreads his arms out, as if he is explaining something very simple to someone very 

stupid. 

 

7 LES: So are you! 
 
 

Panel 8. Destiny is perched on the chair. Les has slumped onto a stack of papers and reaches for 

his inhaler. 

 

8 DESTINY: What’s going on? 
 
 

9 LES: I don’t know, Destiny. I don’t flamin’ know. 
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PAGE FORTY EIGHT (six panels) 

Panel 1. Les puffs on his inhaler, a fag in his other hand. 
 
 

1 LES: All I know is that after…after it happened, after Edna spread her rumour about me and 

her, Cynthia wouldn’t let me see Sarah. After that, well… 

 

Panel 2. Flashback. Edna gossiping in the street, Cynthia throwing his stuff out the top window 

of their terrace, Sarah pressing her nose and hands up against the downstairs window, crying. 

 

2 LES: I could have done things differently. I was no angel. 
 
 

Panel 3. Flashback. Les walking into the cave, a copy of the Racing Post under his arm and a 

length of rope. 

 

3 LES: But it all got too much so I went down to where no one would find me and I …well, you 

know what I did. 
 
 

4 SFX RADIO: AND HERE IS THE SHIPPING FORECAST ISSUED BY THE MET. OFFICE... 
 
 

Panel 4. Flashback. Les sat in the dark of the back of the shop. The tea urn light is on, the radio 

playing the shipping forecast. 

 

5 LES: But afterwards, I found myself here, back in the shop. The new owner if you like: meet 

the new boss, same as the old boss. 

 

Panel 5. Les rests his hands on his knees, his head hanging low. He peeps up at Destiny from 

under his wisps of hair. 

 

6 LES: I’m a lonely old man. I know I was rotten to Cynthia but I loved my Sarah. Now I’m going 

to be on me flaming’ own for the rest of eternity. Literally. 
 
 

Panel 6. Les on the left of the panel, Destiny on the right. They are silhouetted. 
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PAGE FORTY EIGHT CONTINUED 

7 DESTINY: What about me? 
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Episode Twelve 
PAGE FORTY NINE (six panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Outside Reg’s flat. Budgie opens the door. His hands are covered in 

mud and he has smeared some across his face. Tommy is stood behind him, wondering who is 

there. 

 

1 BUDGIE: Alright, Destiny? What’s up? 
 
 

Panel 2. Tommy and Destiny side on in the doorway. Tommy has his hands on Destiny’s 

shoulders. He looks concerned. Destiny is miserable. 
 
 

2 TOMMY: What’s happened? Who’s upset you? 
 
 

Panel 3. In the hallway. Tommy cuddles Destiny who leans into him and puts her arms round 

him. They make a lovely couple. 

 

3 TOMMY: No-one upsets my girl. 
 
 

Panel 4. They are in the kitchen. Tommy is by the sink, the kettle in his hand. Destiny sits on a 

kitchen stool. They can hear Edna waffling to her birds through the wall. 

 

4 TOMMY: Let’s have a brew. 
 
 

5 EDNA (OFF PANEL): There’s a good boy, Joey. Well done, Terrence. There he is. Where’s my 

little boys? Come on, come and have a treaty from mummy. 
 
 

Panel 5. Budgie is messing about with plant pots and soil on the worktop. He is smiling. 
 
 

6 BUDGIE: Hang on a sec and I’ll be out of your way. 
 
 

Panel 6. Tommy has his arm round Destiny. They are watching Tommy run downstairs with the 

pot to place it with dozens of others in the yard. All the pots have makeshift crosses in them. 
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7 TOMMY: He likes to bury the remains. It’s the least we can do. 
 
 
 

PAGE FIFTY (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Budgie comes back into the kitchen and wipes his hands on his jeans. Tommy fills the 

kettle. Destiny sits on the stool. They are all smiling (Destiny’s is a small smile) and seem 

relaxed. 

 

1 BUDGIE: Brews all round, I reckon. 
 
 

Panel 2. There is a thump from next door. They all jump out of their skin. Destiny leaps off the 

stool. Water goes everywhere from where Tommy is at the sink. Budgie is wide-eyed and frozen 

to the spot. 

 

2 EDNA (OFF PANEL): why, you little...Budgie, get here now. The little so-and-so’s pecked my 

eye. Budgie. BUDGIE! 

 

3 SFX: THUMP. 
 
 

Panel 3. Tommy and Budgie bundle themselves out through the front door. Budgie calls over his 

shoulder. Destiny looks on in confusion. 

 

4 EDNA (OFF PANEL): My eye. I can’t see. 
 
 

5 BUDGIE: Stay here. 
 
 

Panel 4. Destiny is peering through the letterbox in Edna’s front door. She can see Edna one 

hand over her bleeding eye, another feeling around for Tiddles who is growling on the floor. 

 

6 EDNA: Where’s that bloomin’ cat? I’ll teach joey to peck my eye. 
 
 

7 TIDDLES: Meeeoow. 
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8 DESTINY: What’s going on? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PAGE FIFTY CONTINUED 

Panel 5. Destiny is outside Edna’s kitchen window which Budgie has flung open, sending 

saucepans, plates and empty glass milk and Corona bottles all over the place. Budgie’s head 

appears from under the billowing net curtains. 

 

9 BUDGIE: Stay away, Destiny. Stay away. 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny watches Tommy come flying back through Edna’s front door and into Reg’s, his 

Parka held on by its hood (like kids used to do in the playground when they were pretending to 

be Batman) and flaring out behind him like a cape. 

 

Panel 7. The front door to Edna’s stays open. Edna is grappling with Tiddles who is scraping at 

her good eye. 
 
 

10 EDNA: You’re going in that cage whether you like it or not. Those birds need to be taught a 

lesson. 
 
 

Panel 8. Edna has dropped Tiddles, who scrams out the front door. Edna’s face has two gristly 

lumps on it where her eyes used to be. There is viscous fluid and small jelly-like clumps running 

down her face. 

 

11 EDNA: Aaaghhhh. 
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PAGE FIFTY ONE (five panels) 

Panel 1. Edna is on the doorstep sniffing the air, her hands under her bosom and her teeth 

bared: she looks like a rat on its haunches. There are wavy lines which represent gas coming 

from Reg’s open kitchen window. 

 

1 SFX (gas): HIIIIIIIIISSSSSSSSSS. 
 
 

2 SFX (birds): SCREEEEEECH. SQUUUUUAAAAAAWWWWKKKKK. 
 
 

Panel 2. Something has banged into the inside of Edna’s kitchen window. A claw and a huge 

wing can be seen from under the net curtains. 
 
 

3 EDNA: Shut that bloomin’ window. They’ll get out. 
 
 

4 SFX: BANG. 
 
 

5 SFX: SCREECH. 
 
 

Panel 3. Large panel. Budgie lifts the nets and from an aerial point of view, loads of birds fly out 

(kestrels, robins, blackbirds, Terence and Joey). 

 

Panel 4. Inside Edna’s kitchen. Close up of her slapping Budgie very hard round the face. Edna’s 

face, despite her lack of eyes, is livid. Budgie’s face is caught mid slap. 
 
 

6 EDNA: What the bloomin’ hell did you do that for? You know what’ll happen now, don’t you? 

You can forget about ever seeing my daughter again, that’s what. 

 

Panel 5. Inside Edna’s kitchen. Tommy comes bowling out of Reg’s, stops at Edna’s kitchen 

window. Edna looks up, confused. Budgie is already running out the room. 

7 TOMMY: Quick! Run! 
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PAGE FIFTY TWO (seven panels) 

Panel 1. View from the balcony looking down into the yard. Reg is standing in the entrance to the 

yard, holding the garden gate open, a lit fag in his mouth. His forehead is sticky with sweat after 

his walk up from the quayside, a briefcase in his hand on his return from Portobello. The boys, 

Destiny and Babs are running towards him, about to duck under his arm... 

 
 
 

1 REG: What in God’s name is going on? I’ve just seen stock flying overhead. 
 
 

2 EDNA: Reg. 
 
 

Panel 2. Reg grabs Budgie’s jacket as he tries to duck under his arm. 

3 REG: I don’t think so, lad. 

Panel 3. Up on the balcony Edna is still yelling, trying to remove Tiddles who has now attached 

himself to her ankle. She gets closer to the edge of the balcony and finally prises the spitting cat 

off her leg and throws him over the side. Edna, blinded now in both eyes, has lost all sense of 

bearing and teeters far too close to the edge. 

 

4 EDNA: Reg? Reg, is that you? You’re not going to believe what’s happened. 
 
 

Panel 4. Reg runs up the stairs, lit fag still in his mouth, as Edna falls off the balcony. 

5 REG: Edna. 

6 EDNA: Aaaagggghhhh. 
 
 

Panel 5. View of Edna lying on her back, her arms and legs pinned in place by crosses from the 

pots. The pots are broken underneath her. There is lots of blood and Edna’s legs are lying at very 

peculiar angles. 

 

7 EDNA: Groan. 
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PAGE FIFTY TWO CONTINUED 

Panel 6. Reg is standing on the stairs. His eyes are wide as he sniffs. There are lots of wavy lines for 

gas. His fag glows brightly. 

 

8 REG: Can I smell…? 
 
 

9 BUDGIE: Run. 
 
 

Panel 7. A huge explosion. 

10 SFX: BOOOOOOOOM. 
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Episode Thirteen 
PAGE FIFTY THREE (six panels) 

Panel 1. Budgie, Tommy, Lottie and Destiny are sitting in the burnt out car on the waste ground 

where Destiny first saw Tommy and Budgie. Lottie is in the passenger seat, Tommy in the 

driver’s seat and the other two are in the back. Tommy has his arm round Destiny. Destiny’s 

over-sized scarf is wrapped round them both. They are laughing and messing about. 
 
 

1 BUDGIE: Reg always said he fingers in loads of pies… 
 
 

Panel 2. Across the road, firemen hose the remains of Reg and particles of crumbling bricks off 

the windows and walls of the terrace that Edna’s flat had been part of. The drains in the street 

are blocked with old leaves and the litter that residents have stuffed down between the heavy 

iron drain grills, hoping to dispose of their rubbish while the bin men strike. A trickle of red runs 

down the street. 

 

Panel 3. Close up of a severed finger floating down the street in the stream. 
 
 

2 BUDGIE: …now he’s got fingers everywhere. 
 
 

3 LOTTIE, TOMMY AND DESTINY: scream. Ugh. Yuck. Hahahaha. 
 
 

Panel 4. Close up of Lottie. She is sitting with her arms folded, a case on her lap. She looks like a 

misery guts. 

 

4 LOTTIE: the charity shops will do well out of her. She won’t be showing her legs off in those 

tarty short skirts now, will she? And if she expects me to wheel her to the club every night, she’s 

in for a nasty surprise. 
 
 

Panel 5. POV through the windscreen. Tommy and Destiny are hanging over the back of the 

front seats. 

 
 
 

5 LOTTIE: Anyway, she’ll have to go in a home, won’t she, budgie? 
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PAGE FIFTY THREE CONTINUED 

6 TOMMY: Too right. She’s not coming with us. 
 
 

7 LOTTIE: What are you going to do? Where are you going to go? 

Panel 6. Lottie pats the briefcase on her lap. 

8 LOTTIE: This’ll see us right, won’t it, Budgie? 



161  

PAGE FIFTY FOUR (eight panels) 

Panel 1. POV looking directly at the briefcase. Lottie clicks the locks and opens it. It is full of a lot 

of money. Behind the case, Lottie is eyeing up the money, dribbling with excitement. 

 

1 SFX (briefcase): CLICK. 
 
 

Panel 2. Budgie turns to Lottie, all smiles. The other two watch eagerly from the back at his 

suggestion. 

 

2 BUDGIE: Gis some cash, love, and I’ll go and get us some cans. 
 
 

Panel 3. POV the back seat of the car. Lottie lunges at Budgie. She has her hands round his 

throat. She is furious and her pretty face is now twisted and ugly. She looks like Lorraine. 

Budgie’s face has gone purple, his eyes wide with surprise and fear. He can’t breathe. 

 

3 LOTTIE: This is my money. I decide how to spend it. You don’t look at it, you don’t talk about it, 

you don’t even dream about it. Got it? 

 

Panel 4. Budgie nods with difficulty, his eyes closing as he struggles for air, his fingers trying to 

prise Lottie’s from round his throat. 

 

4 LOTTIE: Good. 
 
 

Panel 5. POV Lottie. She has let go. Budgie gasps for air. His eyes are all blood shot. He looks 

down, ashamed and embarrassed. Tommy reaches over the front seat. 

 

5 TOMMY: Budgie, are you alright, mate? 
 
 

Panel 6. POV Tommy. Lottie hangs her arm over the back of the passenger seat and gives 

Tommy a condescending look. 

 

7 LOTTIE: Don’t be pathetic, Tommy. He’s a big boy now and he doesn’t need you to hold his 

hand. Do you, sweet? 
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PAGE FIFTY FOUR CONTINUED 

Panel 7. Montage panel. Destiny is having flashbacks. Lottie’s head appears next to Edna’s and 

next to Lorraine’s. Destiny’s head is below these heads and she looks shocked. 

 

8 LOTTIE: Do you, sweet? 
 
 

9 EDNA: Do you, sweet? 
 
 

10 LORRAINE: Do you, sweet? 
 
 

Panel 8. Lottie is all smiles again. She is waving a note from the briefcase. 
 
 

11 LOTTIE: Who wants some cans? My treat. Go on, Destiny. Go and get some cans. 
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PAGE FIFTY FIVE (six panels) 

Panel 1. In the shop. Les is hunched on his stool like a baby bird fallen out of a nest, his skin 

loose, pale eyes half closed, tufty hair, looking somewhere between life and death. Destiny 

leans on the counter, explaining to Les what has just happened. 

 

1 DESTINY:…and then she gave me the money to go and get some cans. 

Panel 2. Les plonks some cans down on the counter. 

2 LES: The apple don’t fall far from the tree, kid. Like mother, like daughter. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny smiles, feeling sorry for Les. She fumbles round her neck for her scarf but it’s 

not there. 
 
 

3 DESTINY: Do you want to come and help us drink these? Tommy’s gone to nick some fags off 

his mum and I said I’d meet him back at the car. 

 

Panel 4. Destiny is horrified when she realises her scarf is not round her neck. 
 
 

4 DESTINY: My scarf. Where’s my scarf? 
 
 

Panel 5. Les looks defeated. From out the back, the radio crackles into life. 
 
 

5 SFX (RADIO): CRACKLE. THIS IS RADIO 4 FORM THE BBC… 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny has opened the door and is about to leave. 
 
 

6 DESTINY: I’ve got to go, Les. 
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PAGE FIFTY SIX (seven panels) 

Panel 1. Close up of Les at the counter. He wipes his sleeve across his face. He looks rather 

pathetic. 

 

1 LES: Just stay here with me, pet. Keep me company for a bit. Poor Mickey’s still wrapped up at 

the vets so I’m all on me own. 

 

Panel 2. Destiny looks worried and goes back to the counter. 
 
 

2 DESTINY: Mickey? What’s happened to him? Is he ok? 
 
 

3 LES: He’s lost his back leg in that shenanigans at Edna’s. Blown right off, fortunately for him. 

Vet says he’ll get used to it. 

 

Panel 3. Destiny’s flashback, looking in the rear-view mirror on the drive down the school drive; 

Les and Mickey are in the mirror. Mickey has three legs. 

 

Panel 4. Les puts his hand out to touch Destiny’s. He is pleading. 
 
 

4 Les: Go on, pet, stay awhile with your old mate Les. 
 
 

5 DESTINY: I’m really sorry, Les, I can’t. I’m meeting the others. 
 
 

Panel 5. Les’ mood perceptibly changes. He narrows his eyes, all traces of tears gone, cold, blue 

and brimming with vitriol. He leans across the counter and whispers to Destiny. 
 
 

6 Les: Good luck with that, kid. I bet they’ll be over the moon when they find out you’re dead. 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny loses it with Les. No tears this time. 
 
 

7 Destiny: You are a spiteful old man and I’m not surprised everyone you loved left you. There’s 

something the matter with you, you loser. I am not dead. 
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PAGE FIFTY SIX CONTINUED 

Panel 7. POV Les. Destiny runs out the shop, leaving the cans on the counter. Les shouts after 

her. 

 

8 LES: Everybody’s got to learn sometime, pet. You can’t put it off forever. 
 
 

9 SFX (RADIO): THE SHIPPING FORECAST ISSUED BY THE MET OFFICE AT 1725 ON MONDAY 19 

DECEMBER 1977. THERE ARE WARNINGS OF FOG IN PLYMOUTH, PORTLAND, WIGHT, DOVER… 
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Episode Fourteen 

PAGE FIFTY SEVEN (six panels) 

Panel 1. Width of page. Panoramic view of the quayside. The sun is sinking in the sky, bleeding 

out an amber warning across the quay. It is bitterly cold, the wind whistling round the yacht 

masts making them chime and ring like anxious voices carried away beyond help into the grey 

and fading afternoon. As the sun dips quickly under the horizon’s rim, in sets the gloom. Destiny 

and Babs are shivering in the dregs of the day, making their way to the brightly lit ‘Channel Link’ 

ticket office on the far right. Destiny’s hands are stuffed in her sodden pockets. 

 

1 DESTINY: Don’t worry, Babs. We’ll soon be in the warm. 
 
 

Panel 2. A dream-like panel as Destiny imagines a warm welcome on arriving back at Lorraine’s. 

Lorraine has opened the front door. There is a strong resemblance to Lottie. Destiny looks tired 

and relieved. Wavy lines suggest that something tasty is cooking. The hallway has carpet and 

everything is neat and tidy, even the area outside the front door. Lorraine is wearing a dress and 

cardigan and fluffy slippers. Her shoulder-length hair is neatly brushed. She is smiling and 

ushering Destiny inside. Babs is smiling, wagging her tail. In the background, Dave is crouching 

down. He is wearing jeans, a jumper over a shirt and his hair is parted to the right. He is smiling. 

 

2 LORRAINE: Destiny, love, I’m so pleased to see you. I’ve really missed you. There’s a massive 

shepherd’s pie in the oven and I’ve made a crumble. Come in and sit by the fire. You look frozen, 

sweet. I’ll run you a bath. 

 

3 DAVE: Come on, Babs. I haven’t half missed you, girl. Look at the size of this bone I got you. 
 
 

Panel 3. Another dream-like panel. The scene has changed. Lorraine has opened the door. 

Musical notes and laughter drift through the door suggesting that a party is going on. The 

hallway is stuffed with drunk people snogging, running upstairs, throwing up. The hallway floor is 

bare again and the outside area is as it was at the beginning of the story (mattress, piles of dog 

crap, broken pushchair). Lorraine is wearing leggings, flip flops with really hard skin on her feet, a 

1 Direction t-shirt with large sweat patches under the arms and has her hair scraped up in a clip. 

She is scowling and blocking the doorway. 
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PAGE FIFTY SEVEN CONTINUED 

4 LORRAINE: What the hell are YOU doing here? Don’t think you’re coming in, you can sleep in 

the shed. 
 
 

Panel 4. Lorraine shuts the door but not before she has thrown an old blanket at Destiny. 

Panel 5. Back to the present. Destiny pushes open the door to the ticket office. 

5 DESTINY: Better the devil you know, eh, Babs? 
 
 

Panel 6. Inside the ticket office. The floor is tiled in black and white. There are two wooden 

chairs on the wall where the ticket booth is. A stand of leaflets leans against the wall on the left. 

The counter is on the right and is made of dark wood. The front of the counter is tiled with 

green metro tiles in a 1940s London-Underground style. The glass panel behind the counter is 

vertical blind style. A hefty red-cheeked man sits there. He is wearing a shirt and a jumper with 

‘Seaways’ sewn on.  He is around fifty with a comb-over and a red face. There is a radio on low 

under the counter and a spider plant which doesn’t look very well. 
 
 

6 DESTINY: A single to the mainland, please. 



168  

 
 

PAGE FIFTY EIGHT (seven panels) 

Panel 1. The man behind the counter looks incredulous. He takes a silver-coloured hip flask from 

under the counter. 

 

1 MAN: Come off it, love. Where’ve you been the last few days? 
 
 

Panel 2. The man puts his arm up in front of the flask like an elephant’s trunk so that people 

can’t see him as he takes a swig. His purple fingertips poke out the end of his fingerless gloves. 

Dark blue veins run like a road system over his ruddy cheeks, his nose shoved onto his face like a 

giant crimson burr. His forehead is wet, clammy, the few strands of his comb-over sticking there 

in thin liquorice lines. 

 

2 MAN: Don’t say anything, love. Medicinal, see? Now, what was it you were after? 

Panel 3. Destiny’s eyes well up. 

3 DESTINY: I just want to go home. 
 
 

Panel 4. The man looks uncomfortable at the prospect of tears from Destiny. He leans towards 

her in a conspiratorial way. 

 

4 MAN: Well, that’s the problem, see, love. There’s no ferries heading out to town and there 

haven’t been since Tuesday, not since it happened. 

 

5 DESTINY: Tuesday? That’s when we got here. What do you mean ‘it happened’? 
 
 

Panel 5. Destiny just about registers what the man is saying from off panel but she is feeling 

dizzy. Around her swirl images of the ferry, fog, the wind turbines, Steve the ticket man, Older 

Tommy on the ferry, her and Babs when they arrive on the Island. 
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6 MAN: You can go to France if you want, mind. That ferry’s about to go. It’s clear round the 

sabres tonight but, well, I don’t know. Darned weather. That fog, it just creeps up on you, see? 

Like on Tuesday. Poor things didn’t stand a chance. Still, there’s 

 

PAGE FIFTY EIGHT CONTINUED 

only one they haven’t recovered yet. Well, two if you count her dog as well. Poor kid. 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny sits in one of the wooden chairs. She looks pale, disorientated. Babs lies at her 

feet. From behind the counter, the man pulls on an invisible rope, sticks out his tongue and lets 

his eyes go crossed. 

 

7 MAN: They say that drowning’s the best way to go, that it’s calm. Course, I think hanging’s 

probably better. Quicker, see? Snaps the neck instantly, no suffering. 
 
 

Panel 7. The man dashes round from behind the counter as from outside the ticket office blue, 

red and yellow lights can be seen flashing. There are police boats, a fire engine and police cars 

on the quay. 

 

8 MAN: Look, they must be bringing them up now. Bet she’s not looking too good after three 

days under the water. 
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PAGE FIFTY NINE (eight panels) 

Panel 1. Panel width of page. POV Man and Destiny from inside the ticket office looking through 

the glass of the front window. One of the police speedboats has pulled up by the wooden jetty. 

A bundle covered with a blanket lies on the quayside. One wet-suited crew member hands a 

slightly larger bundle that he is holding in his arms to another diver on the dock. 

 

1 MAN: That’ll be them, then. Bless ‘em. 
 
 

Panel 2. A horn blasts and the France ferry makes ready to go. Destiny jumps out of her skin at 

the sound of the horn. The man is back in his chair, his legs up on the counter and the hip flask 

in his hand. He turns the radio up as he settles down. 

 

2 MAN: Alright, love, calm down. It’s only the ferry. 
 
 

3 SFX (FERRY) BWAAAAAAAMMMMMMPPPPHHHH. 
 
 

Panel 3. Destiny is watching the ferry leave. Fog is creeping in beyond the Sabres a short 

distance away. The man is snoring in his chair. 

 

3 DESTINY: There’s fog coming in. Look, shouldn’t you try and stop them? 
 
 

Panel 4. The ferry disappears into the fog. 

Panel 5. Destiny stares into the fog. 

4 SFX: CRASH. GRIND. SCRAPE. 
 
 

Panel 6. Destiny runs outside where there is paraphernalia from the ferry bobbing about in the 

water. She stands on the quayside. Two suitcases slap against the quay. 

 

Panel 7. Destiny has fished the suitcases out the water. On the labels is written ‘Gary Tyler’ and 

‘Lorraine Lawson’. 
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PAGE FIFTY NINE CONTINUED 

5 LES: Lottie and Budgie, they were nicknames. 
 
 

Panel 8. Destiny looks over her shoulder. She is crying. Les is standing there, his hands in his 

pockets, a fag dangling out the corner of his mouth. He stares out to sea, his wispy hair blowing 

in the wind. He almost looks like a film star, a lone star, a hero. 

 

6 DESTINY: Well, I didn’t think anyone would actually christen someone budgie, Les. The flippin’ 

ferry’s sunk! 

 

7 LES: I know. Their names are in the book. 
 
 

8 DESTINY: But that means… 
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Panel SIXTY (six panels) 

Panel 1. Les turns, nods his head slightly towards the bundles lying side-by-side on the quay. 

Destiny stares at the bundles. 

 

1 Les: If you want to move on, you’re going to have to look. It’s my job to help you move on and 

I’m sorry I didn’t do it earlier. There. I’ve said it. Now get going. 

 

Panel 2. Les has disappeared. Destiny and Babs head towards the bundles. Destiny’s hair blows 

in the wind. Babs whines. 

2 BABS: Whine. 

3 DESTINY: He said we’ve got to do it if we want to move… 
 
 

Panel 3. Les is out the back of the shop. Mickey, with three legs, is scratching at Les’ thin thighs 

and the tea urn is bubbling away. Les is making a cup of tea. 
 
 

4 LES: Stick on the urn, time for a brew. Always time for tea. Rumbling, burbling round the thin 

tin skin. Sounds like me guts. No one complains, no one to complain. For the best. Cats is best, 

jump on me lap, claw at my bones and sinew, skin and bones, a hollow shell, sea shells. No 

heart, no soul, nothing left to break. Warm your hands, warm the cockles, shake a leg. Pour the 

brew. Don’t scratch, mickey! She’ll have gone now. Gone to where? Not somewhere i’ll ever go. 

Stuck ‘ere, flamin’ shop. Flamin’ cat, clawing at my bloody thighs... 

 

5 SFX (RADIO): ‘…ON NEXT IS THE SHIPPING FORECAST AT 17.54 HOURS, BROADCAST BY BBC 

RADIO 4 ON BEHALF OF THE MARITIME AND COASTGUARD AGENCY.’ 

 

Panel 4. Les jumps as Mickey jumps. He looks annoyed. 
 
 

5 LES: What the flamin’ hells bells? Who’s that? Must be the wind, left the door open, stupid old 

man. Can’t even close your own shop. Thieving kids’ll come in and… 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/BBC_Radio_4
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/BBC_Radio_4
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/BBC_Radio_4
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Maritime_and_Coastguard_Agency
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PAGE SIXTY CONTINUED 

SFX: DING DING DING DING DING. 
 
 

Panel 5: With his cup of tea, Les makes his way through to the counter in the shop, past the piles 

of stock and posters about decimalisation. 

 

Panel 6. POV from the other side of the counter. Les is smiling slightly at the mouth but 

massively round his eyes. He is extremely happy (for him). He sets down the mug of tea on the 

counter on the newspapers lying there. 

 

LES: No rest for the wicked. Always in water, always in sea; salt-soaked through. Stick on a 

brew… 
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Part Two 

Analysis 

 
 

The Beginning 

 
‘Come a little closer, girls, and I’ll tell you a tale so strange and mysterious…’ 

(Diana for Girls, 1974) 
 
 

Between 1986 and 1988, I would while away damp, grey Saturday afternoons in a subterranean 

junk emporium, while my mum sold kitchenalia to the affluent locals of a southern market 

town. At the very back of this white-washed and crumbling cellar, in the damp corner where the 

stall holders kept their broken, paint-splattered trestle tables and soggy cardboard boxes full of 

unsellable car boot tat, was a stall that offered a bizarre selection of items: second-hand 

electrical goods (particularly irons); Tupperware (before it was Kitsch); Tiny Tears dolls with hair 

frazzled after being sat in front of the three bar electric fire for too long; and girls comic-based 

annuals from the 1970s and 1980s: ‘Dear Nikki, Happy Christmas love from Mum and Dad 1973’; 

‘Merry Christmas, Valerie. From Uncle Tony and Auntie Yvonne’, read the faded dedications. 

Hand-drawn front covers of benign beaming bob-haired blondes wearing Christmas-themed 

bobble hats, surrounded by puppies and bunnies; fresh-faced teens with perms and chunky 

neon plastic jewellery; the ‘boy next door’ beau clad in C&A’s finest lightly kissing the blushered 

cheek of an infuriatingly clear-skinned girl under the mistletoe; the ‘lure’ of Alvin Stardust and 

Shakin’ Stevens centrefolds. What possible interest could a teenage girl have in this nostalgic 

junk when her peers were swooning over the members of Bros and Aha? There was more in 

these annuals than the latest pop and gossip, though. There was fiction in the form of prose, as 

well as the alluring photo stories and illustrated comic-style serials. Lost loves, historical 

romance and rags-to-riches tales appeared with every quick flick of the musty pages. But there 

was another genre of story that featured in all of these old books. With titles like ‘The Lady in 

Black’ (Mandy For Girls, 1986, pp. 71-79), ‘Lord of the Red Eyes (Diana for Girls, 1986, pp. 49- 

57), ‘The Girl in White’ (Patches Annual, 1984, pp. 59-64) and ‘Demon Eye’ (Penny Annual, 1981, 

pp. 28-30), these annuals were little goldmines for fans of the unsettling, the inexplicable, the 

stuff that nightmares were made of: I was hooked. 
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It wasn’t until 20 years later, when I’d amassed a sizeable collection of annuals with their 

occasional horror-based treats, that I encountered a comic title that I had never heard of. A 

friend told me that she used to read this particular comic when she was young but her mum 

refused to continue buying it after it gave her nightmares. I had to have one. And so it was that I 

found Misty, a comic for 8-14-year-olds based entirely on horror and the supernatural. Having 

encountered the uncanny during my undergraduate degree, I recognised that this concept 

featured heavily in Misty’s stories and I began to wonder why the comic had ceased publication. 

Was there a possibility of bringing it back into publication? I knew I enjoyed the themes and 

stories but had they, on the whole, been too frightening for the target audience? I realised that 

the best person to ask would be the person who had created, edited and contributed to the 

comic, Pat Mills. I emailed him and, much to the surprise of my self-esteem, he replied and I was 

able to pose my long list of questions to him via email. The responses helped me to shape this 

thesis, giving me a framework with which to create my own Misty-inspired story, Pat Mills style. 

 

There will always be alternative creative and critical ideas, formats and variations on themes 

and I acknowledge that Mills is not the only person to have written in this style and for this 

genre. However, approaching Mills directly has allowed me to explore this genre with no prior 

knowledge of how to construct a story in this format: writing the novella would be my ‘normal’, 

in terms of narrative construction, and aligning it with Pat Mill's step-by-step formula has 

enabled me to explore the very basics of storytelling - especially gothic storytelling. The themes 

of the novel, and therefore also the themes of the comic strip, are similar to those contained 

within Misty's stories and this exercise has allowed me to move between the two with relative 

ease. Ultimately, Mills’ knowledge of the subject has been a worthy place to start and the 

questions that I posed to him, and his subsequent responses, have led to the creation of 

something new: a step-by-step formula for writing a comic strip which did not previously exist in 

this format. 

 

To date, no study has focused on the potential of Misty-style stories as effective allegorical tales 

with which to transition from girlhood to adulthood. That is not to say that the path from 

childhood to adulthood is barred without a guide of some sort, rather that a collection of 

culturally accessible analogies in the form of frightening fiction could serve, and possibly already 

has served, a purpose and this is what I intend to explore. 
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The study will consist of three parts: part one will present my original novella, Destiny, followed 

by a recreation of this in comic script format, ‘Destiny’, both intended to potentially appeal to a 

contemporary audience. It is worth noting that, according to comics writer Nat Gertler, ‘there is 

no standard format for comic book scripts’ (2001, p. 1), only variations on a theme, with the 

amount of detail and thus the focus of each script varying significantly from writer-to-writer. As 

Gertler explains, the script acts as a form of communication between the writer and the 

illustrator with the content, focus and details being arbitrary. In this case, the freedom to 

choose a personally suitable script format and style has resulted in a variation on Greg Rucka’s 

Whiteout: Melt 1 (1991 – 2000) being used as a template due to its satisfyingly logical layout on 

the page and inclusion of specific details concerning setting, characters and visual details, as 

well as its presentation of sound effects. This method, although more formal than that used by 

Mills in Misty’s strips, has allowed me to identify the major plot points and how they should be 

paced for greatest impact. 

 

The themes of the novella, and therefore also the themes of the comic script, are similar to 

those contained within Misty’s stories, and these will be identified and discussed in part two of 

the study via the analysis of three Misty stories, ‘Moonchild’, ‘The Sentinels’ and ‘The 

Treatment’. The elements that will be applied to the analysis of these stories will be Freud’s 

concept of the uncanny (1919), Mikhail Bakhtin’s work on the carnivalesque (1965) and Victor 

Turner’s concept of liminality (1967). Consideration will be given to perceptions of the Zeitgeist 

at the time of Misty’s publication and how this may have influenced the content of the stories 

contained within it. This will be followed by a discussion about whether it is necessary to include 

a foretelling of a future perception of the current Zeitgeist in order to identify possible future 

themes. 

 

As many of Misty’s stories, including those chosen for analysis here, seem to be examples of 

textual interventions, a discussion regarding the application of this concept will follow. It will 

specifically discuss the television series Life on Mars (2006-2007), and how this series in turn 

informed ‘Destiny’/Destiny. In part three, there will be a discussion of the principles of Pat Mills’ 

Formula (2014), which was identified as a programme of work arising from questions which I 
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posed directly to Mills. The Formula will be introduced and displayed and then broken down and 

discussed in terms of its application to Destiny/’Destiny’.1 

 
Finally, the efficacy of ‘Destiny’ as per the aims of this project will be discussed along with my 

plans for future work. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1 The format of Destiny/’Destiny’ will be used throughout to identify the work as a whole. When referring to 
the novella alone Destiny will be used, while the comic will be identified as ‘Destiny’. 
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Introducing Misty 
 

It had been around thirty years since I last flicked through the comic racks in Anderson’s 

Newsagent and then I was only looking for the Beano (my cooler, older brother bought Smash 

Hits so I was still informed of the essential pop news). I browsed the racks looking for a more up- 

to-date version of Misty but there was nothing like that available. How about something 

containing fiction? Perhaps it was the stock in Anderson’s or perhaps I was looking for nostalgia, 

a time-slip back to 1978 when the original Misty would be on the shelves, fresh from the 

printers. How about a trip to one of the great leviathans of UK consumerism? The supermarket. 

There are many weekly comics available in the aisles of well-known supermarkets – words such 

as ‘kittens’, ‘free’, ‘gifts’, ‘sparkle’, as well as basic rhetorical slogans, adverts for children’s 

television programmes and logo-ed toys jump off the pink-for-girls and green-and yellow-for 

boys front covers. No mention of stories in any format. And a flick through the shiny pages only 

adds to the consumerist values with thinly veiled advertising. For me, this is troubling. An 

opportunity has been missed. 

 

Research reveals that comics were once a very popular medium, their production beginning in 

Britain after the austerity of the war years when paper rationing regulations were relaxed 

(Gibson, 2003, p. 87). It is generally accepted that the Second World War acts ‘as a watershed, a 

decisive point in the nation’s social, economic and political life’ (Osgerby, 1998, p. 5) and this 

watershed applied to the genre of girls comics. Consequently, following the Second World War, 

with the emergence of the ‘teenager’ as a social construct and consumer group, this new 

cultural group was targeted by advertisements. Clothes and jewellery, the trappings of self- 

identification, were employed as purchasing incentives in girls’ comics of the target teenage 

market (Gibson, 2003, p. 87). Romance featured strongly in these publications but was side- 

lined a decade later with the introduction of a magazine format, marketed at women beyond 

the teenage group. Magazines were printed on glossy paper, aimed at the aspiring middle 

classes. In contrast, comics were printed on cheaper newsprint paper and therefore ‘came to 

connote (to producers, parents and readers) working-class-ness and childhood’ (Gibson, 2003, 

p. 93). Therefore comic strip formats became the fodder of the younger girls’ comic, with 

themes of mystery, school, social status and victims, as in the ever-popular Cinderella-themed 

story, resulting in the creation of a publishing watershed between girlhood, the teenage years 

and adulthood. Their purpose and importance as a medium, suggests McRobbie, is to ‘[…] 
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define and shape the woman’s world, spanning every stage from early childhood to old age’ 

(1991, p. 83). Gibson illustrates this point when she explains, ‘Within the lifetime of the genre, 

comics were developed to cover a number of age-related niche markets, from Twinkle aimed at 

readers under five-years-old to Jackie for the teenager’ (2010, p. 29). 

 

The 1960s saw a decline in girls’ comics in favour of a more sophisticated consumer-based 

magazine format. According to Freeman there were several reasons for their demise: editors 

neither understood the genre nor the appeal to girls and consequently the comics were 

sidelined; the comics were not considered intellectual enough; they were not respected by the 

industry and declined due to the majority of female writers preferring to write for the ‘cooler’ 

glossy fashion magazines rather than those printed on cheaper paper (2004, pp. 1-5). In the 

1970s and 1980s, it would appear that comics were an essential part of the pocket-money 

budget for both boys and girls, with each having their own seemingly-set genres. In this era, 

however, while boys comics presented escapist strips of ‘space-age fantasy, twisted criminals, 

wartime heroics, deadly robots and sporting heroes’ (Sweetman, 2007, p. 30), girls were offered 

‘the same anorexic diet of harsh governesses, missing fathers, rags to riches pony fanciers and 

twisted ballet ankles’ (ibid). 
 
 

But while the 1970s saw consumers of girls’ comics having their heart strings stretched to 

breaking point through variations of the previously-mentioned Cinderella-themed story, a new 

genre of girls’ comics was about to emerge. The grim mood of the decade was exposing itself in 

part through the cinema, with popular films reflecting the paranoia of a cultural and moral shift 

following the 1960s and the fear that this swinging decade had created a ‘culture of monsters’ 

(Wilson, K, 2001-2015, p. 1). The enemy-within-the-home themes of Psycho (1960), for example, 

is said to have instigated and changed the focus of horror films from ‘otherness’ to the arbitrary 

safety of the family institution (Jancovich, 1994, p. 16): 

 

It's your Mum (Shivers, 1975). Your Dad (The Shining, 1980). Your 
brother (Halloween, 1978). Your sister (Alice Sweet Alice, 1976). Your 
husband (The Stepford Wives, 1975). Your little boy (The Omen, 1976). Your 
daughter (The Exorcist, 1973). It's the people you see so often you don't really 
see them any more (Carrie, 1976). (Wilson, 2001-2015, p. 1) 

 

And as Shearsmith and Sweet discuss in a BBC podcast on the subject of horror films (2015): 
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What sort of world did these stories take place in? (…) Somewhere very different 
from the world of Hammer Horror (…) suddenly it was things you hadn’t seen it 
was council estates and it was peoples’ houses and it was on buses and it felt 
really close to home. The grisly 70s Britishness of them (…) It’s more unpalatable 
because its nearer the truth. Raw. 

 

Horror was coming home. Literally. 
 
 

These themes of horror trickled and filtered through the media and eventually surfaced in comic 

format. Readers’ tastes had changed and the 1970s saw a ‘new wave’ of British comics, as 

producers sought out new and profitable audiences. Consequently comics moved on to darker 

themes such as cruelty and the supernatural. As Scott explains, ‘the new style of thinking 

focused particularly on an anti-establishment message’ (2007), with some stories taking on a 

darker, more introspective feel. Comics such as Tammy and Jinty were developed from market 

research. This meant they were more responsive to their readers, often containing stories 

where protagonists were battling against the odds to do the ‘right thing’ in order to achieve the 

perceived correct moral outcome. The previously-mentioned themes of cruelty and elements of 

the supernatural were incorporated into the school-and victim-based stories. As the shift 

towards this topic gathered momentum, DC Thomson created Spellbound (1976-1978). With a 

run of only sixty-nine issues, Spellbound centred on the supernatural and tragedy but was still 

perceived as being ‘a bit girly’ (Raynor, 2014). The same year that Spellbound was cancelled in 

its own right, a new comic was published that took the cinematic trend in themes of horror and 

terror in the home environment now prevalent in girls’ comics to a more extreme level. This 

comic was Misty. 

 

Taking its title from the 1971 thriller Play Misty for Me (1971) and with a run of 101 issues, 

Sweetman considers Misty to be unique, a ‘hard act to follow’ (2007, p.34). Perhaps Misty was 

a one-off, a product of the Zeitgeist2. Indeed, Misty’s consultant editor and contributing writer 

Pat Mills explains that following the success of 2000 AD, publishers asked him to create an 

equivalent comic for girls. Mills agreed on the condition that he would receive a percentage of 

the profits. The board of directors refused and Mills agreed to be a consultant editor and write 

the lead story. Ultimately, Mills suggests that Misty was essentially watered-down and lost its 

edge- ‘…the old guard took it over, there was a counter-revolution by comic conservatives and 

 
2 My reading of Zeitgeist will become clear as I proceed. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TEHx9OxmkVE
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their ‘safe pairs of hands’ dragged it down into the Slough of Despond’ (Mills, 2011). 

Consequently, Misty’s last issue as a comic in its own right was only two years after it first hit 

the shelves. 

 

With the benefit of hindsight, Mills explains, ‘I’ve always regretted not creating Misty the way I 

created 2000AD. I’ve little doubt if I had, it would still be around today and could have changed 

the British comics landscape for the better.’ (Mills, 2012, p. 13). Whether this would have been 

the case, we will never know but Mills’ assertion that the traditionalists took control and settled 

the comic back into a comfortable, submissive pigeonhole may be a Wertham–esque 

explanation for the side-lining of subversive and ‘anti-establishement’ publications (Scott, 2007). 
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Bildungsromane 

 
There is a happy land where only children live 
you’ve had your chance and now the doors are closed sir, Mr. Grownup 
Go away, sir (Bowie, 1967). 

 

My mum bought me a silver Peter Pan brooch when I was 14. I loved it and wore it on my army 

surplus jacket until I predictably lost it, just like I lost like the watch that I chose because it 

looked like my dad’s and the silver bracelet with the sixpence attached to it (this ensured that 

the wearer would always have money on them in case of emergencies: the fact that I lost it 

speaks volumes). If being given the Peter Pan brooch was emblematic of my unwillingness to 

accept that I had to leave childhood (my mum told me as much), then losing it was perhaps 

symbolic that I had left the comfort of childhood and accepted this necessary part of my human 

journey. I wanted to be a part of Bowie’s ‘happy land’, a part of childhood scenarios perhaps 

belonging to a nostalgic but non-existent Leavisian era. But the lyrics quoted above seem to 

suggest a rather unsettling state of affairs and may be indicative of the perceived gulf that exists 

between childhood and adulthood, identifying two separate states of being, one of being a child 

and the other of being a ‘grown up’. ‘Grown up’ here could be interpreted as a non-child and 

implies that a threshold of some description has been crossed, be it age-related or 

psychological, in order to achieve a more mature state of being. This crossing of a threshold 

indicates interstitiality between these two states of being, implying the existence of a new state 

in-between. This in-between, or liminal3, state might be where adult-specific dynamics are 

acquired and former methods of experiencing the world are discarded as irrelevant. Tom 

Sweetman believes that this state is ‘centered on troubled [youth] who [are] often becoming 

aware of strange feelings and [do] not quite know what to do about them’ (2007, p.31): the 

‘happy land’ that Bowie describes may represent a state of being that is experienced in 

childhood before the maturing adolescent gains a new understanding that the world is not as 

happy and life not as easy as they been led to believe (Reynolds, 2001, p. 7). As Somerset 

Maugham lamented: 

 

It is an illusion that youth is happy, an illusion of those who have lost it; but the 
young know they are wretched, for they are full of the truthless ideals which 
have been instilled into them, and each time they come in contact with the real 
they are bruised and wounded (1915, p. 135). 

 
3 Victor Turner’s concept of liminality will be addressed in due course. 
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The format of the Bildungsroman tale, a German term coined by Johann Morgenstern in the 

early 1820s meaning ‘novel of education’, may exist as a form of manual of guidance throughout 

this transition between childhood and adulthood (Rounds, 2010, p. 190). Round describes a 

Bildungsroman as focusing on the moral, psychological or social development of a young 

protagonist (ibid). The plot events revolve around an increase in self-understanding rather than 

personal growth and the protagonist becomes self-aware as both reflective narrator and 

developing subject (ibid). 

 

Accordingly, it could be argued that Bildungsromane act as a form of buffer in absorbing and 

understanding threshold concepts, which are ‘akin to a portal, opening up a new and previously 

inaccessible way of thinking about something’ (Meyer and Land, 2003, p. 1). Consequently, this 

process may lead to a state of liminality (Turner (1967), of being ‘betwixt and between’ life 

stages (ibid) : adolescents, in this case, might find themselves in an in-between state of no 

knowledge and new knowledge where the understanding of a threshold concept can lead to an 

alteration in the learner’s world view. The aim is for a transformation in understanding, which 

can either be epiphinal, a lightbulb moment, or lead to a sense of loss as an ontological 

perspective and previously held belief system is rejected. As Palmer states, ‘the truth or insight 

may be a pleasant awakening or rob one of an illusion; the understanding itself is morally 

neutral. The quicksilver flash of insight may make one rich or poor in an instant’ (2001, p.4). 

 

Threshold concepts cannot be unlearnt, however, and as Bowie’s previously-cited lyrics suggest, 

the crossing of thresholds acts as a one-way valve: there is no possibility of a return to a more 

innocent state of being before the new knowledge was gained thus ‘the doors are closed’ to the 

‘happy land’ of childhood (Bowie, 1967). Obtaining new knowledge, however, is a requirement if 

stages of transition and, consequently, progression are to be achieved: Somerset Maugham’s 

‘season of youth’ must be left behind. While in this state, as Reynolds, writes: 
 
 

They themselves have feelings and drives that sometime seem strange, 
overwhelming and threatening. As has long been recognized, the image of 
monsters, aliens, of other kinds of person provides the perfect metaphor for this 
stage in a young person’s development. Through it, ‘the beast’ many teenagers 
suspect they harbour within themselves can be externalized, encountered and 
finally overcome (Reynolds, 2001, p. 6). 
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Perhaps this sense of being guided, of learning new methods of interpreting the world and 

opening the Pandora’s Box of hidden truths that only adults know, was a draw to the target 

audience of Misty. Perhaps it’s the possibility that these adult truths aren’t quite as pleasant as 

the erstwhile child or adolescent had hoped they would be. Perhaps this is the pull of the 

frightening fiction of which the comic is comprised and perhaps this is what drew the reticent, 

child-like me towards it. 
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Frightening fiction 
 

My genre of choice was always going to be frightening fiction, my interests having been piqued 

by my previous research into the uncanny. Although the uncanny is a concept in its own right, 

arguably it is located under the multifaceted umbrella term ‘horror’. To further explain my 

specific interest in the genre, as Hood discusses, 

 

On one level it's like a ghost-train ride or a furious rollercoaster dash. There's an 
exhilaration to feeling scared, to feeling the inevitable threat of our mortality, 
without any actual danger. We can shrug it off, mock the spectre of death with 
impunity, get an adrenalin rush without the need to face real danger. In this 
context, children can realise, at least implicitly, that looking at the scary side of 
life -- loss, bereavement, fear, the monster under the bed -- is possible. They can 
examine these emotions, even play with them, and by so doing gain some power 
over them. After all, aren't we told by behavioural scientists that that's how the 
more intelligent animal species (including the human species) learn -- by playing? 
Horror fiction isn't going to make everyone stable and save society from the ills 
that horror fiction often depicts, but it can offer a safe forum for examining, and 
maybe lightening, the dark. Horror stories provide a playground in which 
children (and adults) can play at fear. And in the end they'll be safe and, 
hopefully, reassured. Overall, it seems better than repression (1997). 

 

This suggests that frightening fiction has a social value as a precursor of change from one state 

of being to another and that there is a psychological aspect to horror stories which arguably 

helps children deal with their fears and insecurities. Hood goes on to argue that this experience 

gives children the opportunity to deal with the darker aspects of life, allowing them to 

vicariously experience this spectrum of emotions and consequently learn to gain power over 

them. Hood acknowledges that there are limits when writing horror for children who are in 

constant flux and further suggests that pre-teen horror needs to be less naturalistic in context, 

allowing for a deliberate degree of distance. 

 

Reynolds (2001, p. 7) suggests that navigating further, through into adolescence, requires taking 

chances, assessing situations, making decisions and taking risks. Therefore, by reading texts 

containing these processes - albeit presented in extreme circumstances with catastrophic 

consequences - adolescents can relate to and learn from them. 

 

This in turn suggests that teenagers become aware of being both self and the other: of being the 

same yet not the same (Wolfreys, 2002, p. 26). This statement may be contrary but is a concise 
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definition of the uncanny, identified as an element of what comes under one common term, 

namely ‘horror’. 
 
 

The idea of surmounted beliefs re-emerging despite intellectual evidence to the contrary, or the 

uncanny, is a Freudian concept. In itself an uncanny subject, due to its somewhat ambiguous 

and conflicting nature, the uncanny is not easy to define or explain. In Freud’s words: 

 

… having considered animism, magic, sorcery, the omnipotence of thoughts, 
unintended repetition and the castration complex, we have uncovered virtually 
all the factors that turn the frightening into the uncanny (2003, p.149). 

 

The word uncanny has two meanings; literally it means ‘the unknown’, deriving from the 

German verb ‘kennen’ (to know of something). However, in psychoanalytic literary criticism, it 

refers to a principle explored by Freud and Ernst Jentsch in the early 20th century (1995). It is a 

translation of the German ‘Das Unheimliche’, which roughly means ‘the unhomely’ or ‘the 

unfamiliar’. What Freud and Jentsch meant by this was the feeling of something being 

simultaneously familiar and unfamiliar. This feeling is both disturbing and appealing at the same 

time, whilst maintaining a curious comforting reassurance in the disquiet that ‘Das Unheimliche’ 

excites, of being attracted and repelled at the same time. Freud further described the uncanny 

as being a mild form of anxiety related to real life experiences. He argued that the better 

orientated one is in the world, the less likely one is to find objects and experiences uncanny. 

Consequently, adolescents would be likely to experience the uncanny to a large and chaotic 

degree. 

 

It is true that the writer creates a kind of uncertainty in us in the beginning by 
not letting us know, no doubt purposely, whether he is taking us into the real 
world or a purely fantastic one of his own creation (Freud, 1990, p. 351). 

 

This momentary ontological shift, the ‘unknowing’ of reality, sets the reader aside from the 

truth, leaving them uncertain of which intellectual route to take. After all, as Wisker suggests, 

‘there is nothing to hang on to when the familiar is defamiliarised, the stable destabilised and 

even more so when the subject of this shake-up is oneself’ (2005, p. 147). Horror is expected 

from specific, designated tropes but ‘we should be safe at home’ (ibid). It is not surprising, 

according to McCort, that the monsters of horror aimed at this audience appear in the form of 

figures of authority, such as teachers and parents (2016, p. 5). Their appearance usually denotes 
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a ‘desire to reshape or mould the child into something society deems acceptable but that the 

child may view as objectionable’ (ibid). Consequently, horror allows these readers to test the 

boundaries of what is ‘acceptable’, to rage against the hegemonic machine and its laws. 

 

As Wilson notes in his study of the consumption of horror by teens, ‘horror serves a subversive 

function…they create worlds where adult-imposed order is undermined and chaos reigns’ 

(Wilson, 2000, p. 3). Wisker believes that this allows for a carnivalesque moment of release 

(2005, p. 161). The carnivalesque and the chaotic state of existence it encompasses is a concept 

studied by François Rabelais and later analysed and developed by Mikhail Bakhtin (1968). 

Bakhtin understands the carnival thus: 
 
 

Carnival is not a spectacle seen by the people; they live in it, and everyone 
participates because its very idea embraces all the people. While carnival lasts, 
there is no other life outside it. During carnival time life is subject only to its 
laws, that is, the laws of its own freedom. It has a universal spirit; it is a special 
condition of the entire world, of the world's revival and renewal, in which all 
take part. Such is the essence of carnival, vividly felt by all its participants.... 
(Bakhtin, 1968, p. 7). 

 
Bakhtin’s studies ‘expand the theory of the carnival beyond a single folk event and identify the 

carnival as a semiotic cultural code’ (Dawson, 2008). Bakhtin argues that the carnival, which 

allows for rowdy humor and satire, offered the lower classes relief from the rigidity of the feudal 

system and the church and the opportunity for expressing non-conformist views. Consequently, 

the carnival allows for the crossing of boundaries ‘where the town fool is crowned, upper 

classes mocked and the differences between people appear to be temporarily blurred’ (Dawson, 

2008). Bakhtin saw this as a tool to allow sociopolitical change without the need for 

recompense. He suggests that the carnival can be seen as an event in which all elements of 

societal hierarchy cease to function; all rules, inhibitions, restrictions and regulations are 

temporarily void, restored only when the carnival is over. 

 

Howard further suggests that the carnival and the carnivalesque dispute and mock the ‘normal 

rules of order and morality’ (2004). She goes on to say that the Carnivalesque, 

 

…allowed taboo-breaking, created ‘liminal’ (borderline) spaces in which new and 
alternative ideas could be expressed… (and) ‘rituals of rebellion’ that allow 
controlled, safe release of the tensions of hierarchical society, set apart from the 
normal and everyday world (p.1). 
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These interstitial spaces where the carnival occurs were identified as ‘the rites of passage’ by 

anthropologist Arnold Van Gennep (1909), liminality is a concept further explored by Turner 

(1967). The term liminality comes from the Latin’ Limen’, meaning threshold, and is easily 

recognised in western rites of passage, such as birth, puberty, marriage and death. Liminality is 

the space between spaces, a place where rules do not apply. It can be represented as a 

crossroads where a path has yet to be chosen. Therefore, liminality can be a journey where the 

protagonist leaves one place to reach another, with the journey itself being liminal while 

transition occurs. 

 

A liminal state is therefore, according to Turner, ‘betwixt and between’ and exists in the cracks 

within social structure itself. Experimenting with the possibilities that exist between these 

cracks, between childhood and adulthood, may also consist of role reversal. Liminality is seen as 

a temporary and carnivalesque state that ends when the initiate is reincorporated into the social 

structure. 
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Exposing the carnivalesque, liminality and the uncanny in three Misty stories 
 
 

Misty’s stories classically were examples of frightening, uncanny-based fiction with carnival 

elements used as a device to suspend the rules of everyday life, allowing a passage across liminal 

spaces leading to a new ontological perspective. I have chosen three Misty stories to demonstrate 

these concepts at work: I could have chosen three entirely different stories; I could have chosen 

more than three; I could have chosen any story that has ever appeared in the issues that I have 

read because I would argue that every one of them is constructed around these themes. The three 

that I ultimately chose are the work of three different authors (it must be noted that ‘The 

Treatment’s author is unknown but neither of the other two authors are holding claim to the 

story), namely the serials ‘Moonchild’ and ‘The Sentinels’ and the one-off story ‘The Treatment’. 

I will start with a short summary of each story and then explain how the three concepts are 

represented in each. 

 

Story one: ‘Moonchild’ Misty: #1 (04 February 1978) – #12 (22 April 1978) 

Writer: Malcolm Shaw 

Originally published as a serial in Misty then republished as a whole story in the Misty annual 

1983, ‘Moonchild’ tells the story of Rosemary Black who lives with her old-fashioned and 

draconian mother. Bullied for being ‘weird’, Rosemary discovers that she has inherited the 

power of telekinesis from her grandmother. Mrs. Black is insanely jealous of Rosemary’s gift and 

abuses Rosemary both physically and mentally. When her thirteenth birthday party is high- 

jacked by bullies, Rosemary exhibits her powers leading to the bullies being trapped in a house 

fire. Fortunately Rosemary’s grandmother appears and, using her own power, rescues them 

from danger. Unfortunately, her grandmother is left very weak and goes on to die in hospital. 

The bullies receive their comeuppance while Rosemary’s mother has left, never to be seen 

again. Rosemary goes to live with her friend and is overjoyed when she realises that she has lost 

her powers and can be like any other girl but reflects on the price that has been paid. 

 
 

As will be seen with ‘The Sentinels’ and ‘The Treatment’, ‘Moonchild’ can be seen as a portal to 

Rabelais’s concept of the carnivalesque. For example, parents ideally are perceived to be 

guardians and protectors, usually showing their children love, support and understanding during 

the transition from childhood to adulthood. However, in an example of the carnivalesque at 

work, Rosemary’s mother abuses and reneges on her position of mother as a result of her 
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overwhelming jealousy that Rosemary has the power and she has not. Rather than supporting 

Rosemary and being proud of her achievements, Mrs. Black calls her evil and wicked. She beats 

Rosemary, even having to go to court as a result, as she has resorted to unorthodox methods to 

try and control Rosemary. On realising that she cannot rid Rosemary of the power, she simply 

leaves, relinquishing her hold on Rosemary, leaving her free to use the power. 

 

It transpires that Rosemary’s grandmother who was said to be dead, is in fact alive. This leads 

into Freud’s idea of the ‘double’, a manifestation of the uncanny. Freud suggests that the double 

manifests itself in ‘every shape and in every degree of development’ (1985, p. 356). He goes on 

to suggest that characters are considered identical because they look similar, especially 

prevalent when, for example, twins exhibit mirroring thoughts and behaviours, an example of 

telepathy. Rosemary and her grandmother both exhibit the same behaviour, in terms of the 

power. Although they are not twins, they are closely related and have inherited, in true gothic 

style, a ‘supernatural’ power and a sense of omnipotence of thought: Rosemary’s wishes come 

true when she is upset, in terms of being able to direct her power. 
 
 

A further example of the uncanny, writes Freud, might be when an individual identifies himself 

with another and consequently questions which is his real self. This effect is arguably achieved 

in ‘Moonchild’ when Rosemary comes face-to-face with what she perceives to be a portrait of 

herself, moon-shaped scar included. Later it is explained that it is a portrait of her grandmother, 

however, just for a moment, it is an unexplained phenomena, almost spectral. A ghost can be 

said to be the same as the living person that it once was, and yet is not that person at all: it is 

the same but not the same; a double. As opposed to a belief in the ‘other’ of the soul thus 

preserving the tenuous reassurance of immortality, in the case of ‘Moonchild’, Freud’s 

suggestion that the ‘double’ can become abhorrent, a ‘harbinger of death (1990, 357)’, would 

seem to apply, quite literally, in terms of the demise of Rosemary’s grandmother. 

 

The uncanny arguably manifests in ‘Moonchild’ once more when Rosemary’s possession of the 

power appears to be more of a curse to her initially. This results from her mother’s jealousy- 

fuelled physical and mental abuse, alongside the ‘recurrence of the same thing – the repetition 

of the same features of character-traits or vicissitudes, of the same crimes, or even the same 

names through several consecutive generations’ (ibid). This idea of a recurrence of the same 
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thing manifests in ‘Moonchild’ when Rosemary’s mother explains to a doctor that the power has 

been in her family for centuries. 
 
 

A liminal state, in the case of ‘Moonchild’, manifests when the protagonist undertakes a 

metaphorical journey, with the journey itself being liminal as transition occurs. Unfortunately 

for Rosemary, the liminal period is completed when she loses not only her power but also her 

mother and grandmother. Nonetheless, it is a transformative scenario which occurs as a result 

of the choices she makes, in terms of her telekinesis. 

 
 
 

‘The Sentinels’ Misty: #01 (04 February 1978) – #12 (22 April 1978) 

Writer: Malcolm Shaw 

On an estate called Birdwood stand two large blocks of flats, nicknamed the Sentinels. While 

families happily live in one of the buildings, the other is left abandoned as a result of 

disappearances and ghostly sightings. Jan Richards’ family are about to become homeless and 

her father believes that if they want to stay together, their only option is to move into the 

abandoned block. Jan discovers that this tower block is a portal to a world where Germany won 

WWII and the Nazi party is in power. She becomes trapped in the alternative world but, thanks 

to Partisans there, Jan manages to escape back to her own world but not before her dog is 

eaten by rats, her best friend decides to remain in the other world forever and her family turn 

against her. 

 

In ‘The Sentinels’, writer Malcolm Shaw ensured that events were ‘contained’, in as much as they 

took place within the confines of Birdwood’s carnivalised tower block, allowing for a 

carnivalesque and liminal setting. Protagonist Jan Richards has heard rumours of the building’s 

atmosphere and her reaction to her father’s suggestion that they effectively squat in the deserted 

tower is one of fear: she would rather be homeless than move into the brooding block. Jan is 

reduced to tears at the prospect of living in The Sentinel, explaining how frightened she is of living 

there. She describes it as being ‘evil’ and this appears to be the general consensus on the 

Birdwood Estate – ‘you’ve got to pull it down now, our children’s lives are at stake’ (Shaw, 1978). 

The carnivalesque is at work here, using the spiritually lost and apparition-plagued setting as a 

place where Jan becomes embroiled in life beyond the portal. As Bakhtin explains, ‘Carnival is not 
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a spectacle seen by the people; they live in it, and everyone participates because its very idea 

embraces all the people’ (1968, p. 7), shown through the attitudes of the local community. 
 
 

Through the use of a world that is a doppelganger of sorts, and the subsequent doubles of 

everything that exists in the original world, ‘The Sentinels’ can be seen as containing elements of 

the uncanny. Further to this, the notion of liminality cannot help but exist once the carnivalesque 

scenario begins via the inciting incident: as a result of financial struggles, the Richards family see 

no other option but to squat in the abandoned Sentinel. Once they have entered this space, they 

can neither leave nor move on, in terms of both their financial and physical situations. They are 

eventually released from this limbo when the portal to the alternative world is destroyed, the 

paradox of two identical yet horribly alternative worlds ceasing to hold any power over the 

characters, as the ‘bad’ Sentinel is now inaccessible. At this point, the liminal space is crossed, 

resulting in a return to normality but with a new ontological perspective: The Sentinel is a safe 

place to live and the Richards family have secured permanent accommodation. 

 

‘The Treatment’ Misty: #75 (14th July 1979) 

Writer: Unknown 

Bolshie teen, Glenda Barton, is sent from London by her worried parents to The Country Park 

corrective school, in the hope that she will become more cooperative. Glenda refuses to adhere 

to any of the school’s attempts to ‘[give] the girls a feeling of fair treatment and responsibility in 

an attempt to turn them into upright and honest citizens’ (Unknown, 1979). Against the advice 

of the other pupils, Glenda decides to run away and with the help of the cook, she absconds one 

night into some nearby woods in an attempt to reach the main road beyond. However, it 

transpires that the cook’s assistance was part of a trick by the staff to ensure that Glenda 

received the mysterious ‘treatment’. Glenda battles her way through the gnarled knees and 

across rugged ground until she rests to have a drink by a pool of water. She dips her hand into 

the liquid and is horrified when it turns into a tree branch. Glenda is rapidly transformed into a 

tree with only a vague outline of her screaming face petrified into the main trunk. The staff from 

the school arrive at the scene. Approaching a bizarre plant with huge hanging pods, they 

observe as a replica of Glenda appears from inside one of the pods. The staff comment on the 

similarity between the replica and the original Glenda, discussing with each other, from 

experience, how different the replica will be; ‘hers is the peace and beauty of forests and field, 
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the loveliness of country rivers and lakes and flowers’ (Unknown, 1979) and how her parents 

will find she has become the perfect daughter. 

 

Glenda is of secondary school age and therefore is likely to be experiencing puberty, which may 

explain her disinterested and bolshie attitude. As soon as she arrives at the corrective school, 

Glenda has entered a liminal space: she cannot return to her previous way of living - she can 

only leave the school to return home once she learns to behave herself, and at this point she 

will have changed. Much like ‘The Sentinels’, the occurrence of the inciting incident signifies the 

beginning of a carnivalised experience, in this case her transformation in the forest. The 

complicit nature of the teachers demonstrates the carnivalesque, as figures in a position of 

authority renege on their perceived role as care-givers seemingly in exchange for complete 

control and therefore an easy life. Finally, Glenda becomes part of a tree while one of the 

fantastical plants clones her, producing once again, a Freudian double. Perhaps the purpose of 

this story was to act as a moral – ‘toe the line and do as your told or you will be replaced by, or 

turned into, a tree’ - although the threat of being turned into a tree would probably not have 

been very effective. 
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Zeitgeist – evidence in the three Misty stories 

 
Themes of corporal, physical and psychological punishment, inadequate housing, including the 

bad reputation of tower blocks, and poverty are contained within ‘Moonchild’, ‘The Sentinels’ 

and ‘The Treatment’. These themes may be relevant to the time of publishing: Misty as a comic 

in its own right was published between 1978 and 1980, a time when, as Jachimiak explains, ‘[…] 

the United Kingdom was in dire straits and it knew it’ (2014, p. 11). 

 

Shepherd and Shepherd state that 1970s Britain is predominantly remembered for ‘significant 

social and cultural changes…associated with sexual liberation, changing attitudes towards 

domestic violence, race relations and the beginnings of Green politics and environmentalism 

(2012, p.9). However, against this generalised and retrospectively positive angle, the cultural 

context at the time was predominantly bleak, outlined by the public-sector strikes during the 

‘Winter of Discontent’ between September 1978 and March 1979 (ibid). As a result, public 

memory - or the collective conscious - may be based not on the bigger picture of social change 

but on the aspects that had an effect at a more grass-roots level, for example: [The] daily media 

coverage of strikes by Ford car workers, train drivers, road haulage workers, hospital staff, 

ambulance crews, civil servants, as well as the mountains of uncollected rubbish, undug graves 

and unburied bodies… (ibid). 

 

Despite the unfavourable social circumstances reported here, this generalisation of the assumed 

collective consciousness of the era is not necessarily an accurate representation of public 

recollection. The idea that ‘the Seventies were crap. It’s one of those things that ‘everybody 

knows’’ (Anonymous, 2012) is not entirely accurate, in terms of common understanding, 

demonstrated in part by the consumption via visual media of nostalgia-based ‘I love (insert 

relevant decade)’ programmes and thus negotiating a shared understanding of the past. 

 

Research undertaken by the BBC suggests there was more to the 1970s than general misery, as 

some followers of the BBC web page The Magazine recollect the camping-style conditions of 

continuous power cuts, working by lamplight and wages increasing on a bi-weekly basis, despite 

the reduction of working hours to a three-day week (The Magazine, 2007). 
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Other contributors have less positive memories of the time, recalling ‘dreariness, decay and 

depression’ (2007), rather than a Blitz-like spirit of pulling together as a society. Other 

contributors to the research reveal further difficulties: 

 

My mother had to cross a picket line to get into the maternity hospital (they told 
her she couldn’t come in, her response is unprintable…). My Grandmother had 
to bring in food for her to eat, and clean towels and bedding. Richard Evans, 
London, UK. (The Magazine, 2007). 

 

It could therefore be argued that although individual memories in terms of activities undertaken 

at the time err on the side of nostalgia, a wistful and an idealised recollection of the past, on the 

whole negative recollections occur more frequently in the collective consciousness. Emile 

Durkheim argued that ‘the more general the common consciousness becomes, the more scope 

it leaves for individual variations (1984, p. 232). Further to these initial thoughts, as Britton 

discusses, ‘a social group’s identity is constructed with narratives and traditions that are created 

to give its members a sense of community’ (2012). Social groups may be small (a family), large (a 

nation) or anywhere in-between. Durkheim called the gathering of group members to forward 

creation or renovation, such as tribal or scholastic gatherings, ‘collective effervescence’ and 

suggested that its creation is ‘not a given but rather a socially constructed notion’ (Coser, 1992, 

p.23). Durkheim’s theory is problematic in as much as it only accounts for periods of creativity or 

‘effervescence’, ignoring the question of what draws people together under more mundane 

circumstances. It was Maurice Halbwachs, a student of Durkheim, who addressed this gap. His 

term ‘collective consciousness’ and his work on collective memory fills the void between 

effervescence and everyday life when he suggests that the gap is addressed by collective 

memory through people remembering the past and passing these recollections on to others 

(1992). 

 

Britton interprets Halbwachs work by suggesting that ‘every collective memory depends upon 

specific groups that are delineated by space and time; the group constructs the memory and the 

individuals do the work of remembering’ (Britton, 2012). Durkheim’s writing on the subject 

discusses how it might be shaped by present issues and understandings which suggests that 

different memories are selected by aggregate groups in order to justify current issues and 

concerns. In light of this, a specific past can therefore be reconstructed via the selection of 

particular events and the deliberate elimination of others in order to construct events to 
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conform to the social narrative. Coser interprets Halbwachs’ work on collective memory 

accordingly: 
 
 

When it comes to historical memory, the person does not remember events 
directly; it can only be stimulated in indirect ways through reading or listening or 
in commemoration and festive occasions when people gather together to 
remember in common the deeds and accomplishments of long-departed 
members of the group. In this case, the past is stored and interpreted by social 
institutions (1992, p. 24). 

 

It could be argued, therefore, that reflections and perceptions of a previous era passed on to 

those who were not present colour the remembered Zeitgeist and offer many different opinions 

depending on the personal, non-collective experience of those recalling events via memories. 

This is as opposed to the overall collective observations of the time, which could be said to 

remain relatively static. For example, industrial action occurred in the late 1970s which had an 

impact on society and therefore collective memory of the time, but individual recollections of 

this period differ depending on personal experience. 

 

Perhaps Misty’s less conventional themes were influenced, at least in part, by the Zeitgeist, itself 

having been shaped by the cultural context, and therefore the interpretations and personal 

experience of those who wrote for it. For example, ‘The Sentinels’ included themes of financial 

and social hardship in the form of housing shortages. At the time of ‘The Sentinels’ being 

published, it had only been a decade since a gas-explosion caused the partial collapse of a 22- 

storey block of flats, killing four people. 

 
 

Ronan Point was intended to symbolize the future of building, of modern life, and the 

emancipation of the masses from the decaying tenements of the post war period. But like many 

other UK high-rise blocks built in the 1950s and 1960s, it was assembled from prefabricated 

concrete panels, hoisted into position by cranes and then bolted together. An investigation into 

the devastating effects of the explosion discovered that the joints between these concrete panels 

had not been filled with mortar but instead contained rain-sodden newspapers and as such the 

heavy panels which formed the walls were only held in place by their two levelling bolts (Hanley, 

2007). 
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Following the horrifying explosion, residents demanded alternative accommodation nearer the 

ground but with a lack of choice, they ended up back in high-rise (Sandbrook, 2006) and the 

original premise from the 1950s, of tower blocks being like streets in the sky, housing all necessary 

amenities and numerous people, was not fulfilled. 

 

The future of high-rise housing looked bleak following the devastation at Ronan Point. 1968 saw 

a peak of UK housebuilding with 425,830 new homes built but the tragedy of Ronan Point 

heralded the end of the ‘decade-long boom in high-rise flat building across Britain’ (Grindrod, 

2013, p. 323). This undermined faith in the high-rise: ‘the tower block had become an outdated 

yet iconic image of hellish urban living’ (Mount, 2013), and, by the mid-1970s, public opinion had 

turned against high-rise living. Academic studies also showed there was a strong correlation 

between high-rise living and ‘social breakdown, crime and misery’ (Boys Smith, 2014). Close 

human relationships were difficult to develop, ‘mothers in flats were more depressed and lonely, 

the rates of mental illness rose with floor levels’ (ibid). As Boys Smith suggests, in the fifties and 

sixties, living in a high-rise building was seen to be ‘cool’. However, by 1971, Stanley Kubrick had 

used the ‘Thamesmead development to symbolise the vicious dystopia of A Clockwork Orange 

(1971) (ibid). Perhaps the message was that tower blocks were truly evil, far from the urban utopia 

which had been presented in the children’s programme Mary, Mungo and Midge (1969). 

 

The inclusion of the portal to a Nazi world perhaps demonstrates the lingering spectre of World 

War Two, still within living memory at the time of ‘The Sentinels’ publication. Adding Nazis to the 

narrative identified the ultimate evil. It represented a diabolical remembered past tagged on to a 

bleak future through stories told by family members who had direct experience of the Second 

World War: the ‘bad’ Germany (being) deeply embedded in ‘modern’ British Society (Hughes, 

2006). 

 

Some might argue, however, that the Zeitgeist manifested via the tower blocks included a 

generalised sense of decay, deterioration and a return to those conditions which had created the 

post-war slums, perhaps posing the questions, what had the War been fought for? Freedom? 

Then where was the reward?’ Perhaps the high-rise residents were still fighting and the 

personification of this was the tower blocks, Hitler-style figures, promising a new world order, 

modernism and safety only to pour its inhabitants into another ghetto. 
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Similarly, the passing of a resolution in March 1979 which condemned the use of corporal 

punishment in schools and other institutions (Stone, 1979), may have been the inspiration for 

‘The Treatment’, (published in July 1979) and the perceived lack of control that could be 

exerted over pupils who would not react well to a lack of authority. Perhaps this was an 

observation on the breaking down of ‘the old guard’, as Mills would have it. It also has its roots 

in the film Invasion of the Body Snatchers (1956, 1978), where humans are replaced by alien 

duplicates. This method of inspiration, also at play in ‘Moonchild’, is known as textual 

intervention. 
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Textual intervention and Life On Mars (2006-2007) 
 

Mills credits Stephen King’s novel Carrie (1974) as being the inspiration for ‘Moonchild’. Perhaps 

the film version of Ira Levin’s Rosemary’s Baby (1967) was also an influence, as not only does the 

lead character in ‘Moonchild’ share the name of the book’s protagonist but also the character of 

Rosemary in ‘Moonchild’ was based on Mia Farrow, who played Rosemary in the film (Mills, 

2014). These are both examples of textual intervention, a term which draws on Bakhtin’s 

concept of heteroglossia. In his own words, Bakhtin explains, ‘Each word tastes of a context and 

contexts in which it has lived its socially charged life; all words and forms are populated by 

intentions’ (1981, p. 293). 
 
 

The method of intervention on a text can vary but usually involves the alteration or extension of 

a text (McCaw, 20013, p. 38) and, as Pope writes, 

 
The best way to understand how a text works, I argue, is to change it: play 
around with it, to intervene in it in some way (large or small), and then try to 
account for the exact effect of what you have done (1995, p.1). 

 
Pope further explains that ‘the emphasis throughout is on exploring possible permutations and 

realisations of texts in and out of their original contexts’ (ibid). He outlines the origins of textual 

intervention as emanating perhaps from the work of Bakhtin and his work on dialogism and 

suggests that textual intervention can be explained thus: 

 

(as being) the ways in which novelists constantly renegotiate the meanings and values of words 

by placing them in different peoples’ mouths, refracting them through different peoples’ minds, 

and siting them in different literary and social historical contexts (Pope, 1995, p.187). 

 

Animator, puppeteer and writer Oliver Postgate clarifies and extends the depth and possibilities 

that textual intervention offers when discussing his own creative process: 

 
When it was looking for stories, my mind would grab them with delight, but the 
idea that I had created them is, I am sure, quite misplaced. When it was looking 
for stories, my mind would go trawling through a mud of memory, a morass of 
experience, life and literature, to see what it could find. It is true that I usually 
rearranged what came up, perhaps showed it from an unusual angle, but I have 
always had to respect the fact that novelty is not, in itself, either interesting or 
valuable. Its interest and value lies in the degree to which it is able to give a 
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particular view of the condition that we, as human being, find interesting and 
valuable, i.e. being alive (Postgate, 2010). 

 
 

Accordingly, a textual intervention could therefore be seen as a dialogic interaction which, 

according to Bakhtinian thought, consists of numerous speakers and perspectives, whereby the 

‘truth’ of a text is negotiated through the use of heteroglossia which is represented by the many 

different varieties of language that are employed by an individual. For example, in the course of 

a day, dialogic interaction when communicating with friends or family members may wildly 

differ from that of dialogic interaction with, for example, members of the clergy, police officers 

or professors. Consequently, this implies that intertextuality functions via the use of culturally- 

loaded heteroglossia to inform a text based on pre-existing texts. Of relevance is Mills’ assertion 

that ‘Moonchild’ was influenced by a variety of pre-existing texts; the previously mentioned 

novel Carrie (1974) and film Rosemary’s Baby (1967). Focusing on Carrie, ‘Moonchild’ is 

essentially a textual intervention of Carrie, continuing King’s themes of the demonization of 

women and their associated adolescent metamorphosis, both physically and emotionally 

speaking, which are displayed through ‘the alignment of menstruation and divergence emerge 

in Carries’ powerful ability to control physical situations’ (Wisker, 2005, p. 119). 

 

In turn, Destiny/’Destiny’ has been informed by ‘Moonchild’, and consequently the texts that 

Mills states that informed it, in the form of the abusive and distorted relationship with a 

matriarchal figure, in Destiny’s case, Lorraine; the ostracisation from all peers due the 

perception of ‘otherness’ (Destiny is labelled a ‘loser’ because of her appearance); and the 

overwhelming desire to be subjectively ‘normal’ - ‘I’ve lost the power…I’m just an ordinary girl 

now… something I always wanted to be’ (Mills, 1978, p. 332) - represented by Destiny’s desire 

to spend time with her father, a relationship that she perceives as being ‘normal’. A further, 

more contemporary, text that has informed Destiny/’Destiny’ is the television series Life on 

Mars (2006-2007). In the opening narrative each week, protagonist, police Officer Sam Tyler 

considers his situation: 

 

My name is Sam Tyler. I had an accident and woke up in 1973. Am I mad, in a 
coma, or back in time? Whatever’s happened, it’s like I’ve landed on a different 
planet. Now maybe if I can work out the reason, I can get home (Life on Mars, 
2006). 
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This confusion regarding the actuality of Sam’s temporal and physical displacement from 2006 

to 1973 is the main theme throughout the series along with the questionable reliability of Tyler 

as narrator. As Frosh (2011, p.118) queries, ‘if Sam is mad, what are we seeing and why should 

we believe it?’ Arguably the viewer is just as impatient to discover what is happening as Sam is, 

regardless of the authenticity of his situation. This perhaps poses the question ‘why should we 

believe what Destiny tells us? Could she be asleep on the ferry and it’s all a dream?’ Hopefully 

the reader wants to solve the mysteries of what is happening as much as she does. Similarly, 

much like Sam, Destiny is entirely unaware that she is dead, thinking only that she must have 

fallen asleep on the ferry. She is confused by the disappearance of her father, although realises 

that Lorraine may not have told him that Destiny would be arriving. She is aware that things on 

the Island are likely to have changed, especially when she first arrives at her dad’s flat and it 

looks the same but does not feel the same, as she has only ever viewed it from her childhood 

memories. Destiny seems to be drifting, a plot-driven character who has no input into her own 

life (or death). It is not until she stands up to Les and makes a decision about her future that she 

becomes the driving force behind the plot – she takes charge of her own destiny. 

 

The ability to momentarily accept the unbelievable as truth is described by Coleridge as the 

‘transfer from our inward nature a human interest and a semblance of truth sufficient to 

procure for those shadows of imagination that willing suspension of disbelief for the moment, 

which constitutes poetic faith’ (Coleridge, 1906, p. 168). Employing this technique allows, via the 

reader’s suspension of disbelief, for the possibility that Sam has in fact landed on another 

planet, manifested through ‘the violence, machismo, corruption and racial prejudice rampant in 

the 1970s police’ (Glaubitz, 2013). The liminal space that Sam finds himself in (stuck in limbo 

between the ‘world’ that he has come from and wants to return to) allows for the perceived 

problematic behaviour and attitudes through which the world of 1973, according to the 

programme, functioned through the application of a carnivalesque setting. The rules and norms 

of the society that Sam is used to are turned on their heads and what was no longer acceptable 

becomes acceptable, as it is happening there in the confines of this new and carnivalesque 

suspended ‘reality’. 

 

The choice of the 1970s as a time-related location for Life on Mars was, according to Cook and 

Irwin, a result of the new millennium: ‘a rising generation of media practitioners was portraying 

the 1970s as representative of a happy childhood as opposed to a less happy adult present, 
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simply because 30-40 something year olds were reminiscing about their own childhoods’ (2012, 

p. 80), coupled with the prevalence of the nostalgia-based programmes at the time. Perhaps it 

was the need to address hauntological possibilities, the ‘strange, almost uncanny, sense of loss, 

not only for [the] past but for pasts … never known’ (Wild, 2018) with ‘this ‘double-take’, a sort 

of temporal dislocation’ (ibid). Arguably Life on Mars achieves this rose-tinted sentimentality, as 

well as a suggestion of time-travel, through the placement of 1970s–specific objects which act 

‘as indicators of pastness’ and similarly, in Destiny/’Destiny’, these ‘indicators of pastness’ are 

used to achieve the same result (Glaubitz, 2013, p. 54). For example, in the scene in Les’ shop 

where Gordon is dragged in by his mother, ‘pastness’ is represented through Gordon’s school 

uniform and the sweets he has stolen, followed by a leaning towards verisimilitude when 

Destiny leaves the shop. Indicators here are used in an attempt to immerse her further into this 

‘new’ world: the Wombles t-shirt; the pram; the clothes that Janice is wearing; the old- 

fashioned signs; the wasteland and crumbling houses. Further to this, cultural artefacts make an 

appearance when Destiny ventures into the back of the shop, with the inclusion of era-specific 

posters and pamphlets. Also, the social club is used to place Destiny within a specific era with, 

through the use of the observations on fashion, drinks, smoking, the band, as well as the 

mention of bin strikes, which were a huge issue during the Winter of Discontent when the 

novella is set. 

 

When Sam finds himself in the same police station that he works in but 33 years in the past, it is 

the character of Gene Hunt, his new boss, who he must contend with. ‘Gene Hunt’s World’, as it 

is named in the programme, consists of both the supernatural and real worlds in Life on Mars, 

where deceased police officers, who died as a result of trauma sustained through their work, 

now ‘live’. ‘Gene Hunt’s world’ is a liminal space, existing between life and death. Sam Tyler’s 

surname perhaps foreshadows Hunt’s role in this world (Destiny has the same surname in a 

homage to the series): Hunt is a tyler, or gate keeper, between the world of the living and the 

world of the dead, allowing a passage between the two. This can only occur once death has 

been accepted by the police officers in Hunt’s World allowing them to ‘move on’, presumably to 

the afterlife in whatever form that takes, with Hunt’s assistance. The limbo of ‘Gene Hunt’s 

World’ exists as ‘a form of purgatory for the dead and dying who cannot quite let go of life. Hunt 

has become, of his own volition rather than by nomination, a gatekeeper between purgatory 

and the afterlife proper, easing people on their passage from one state to the next’ (Lacey and 

McElroy, 2012, p. 1). 
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Similarly, Les takes on Gene Hunt’s role of tyler in what might be called ‘Les Driscoll’s World’, 

which is set in 1977, the year that Les committed suicide. Unlike Gene Hunt, who ultimately 

chooses to stay in his world rather than move on, Les has been nominated as gatekeeper by an 

unknown source as a penance for his suicide: he has no choice. He doesn’t want the job and 

appears to be trapped: he cannot move on because he committed suicide, deliberately killing 

himself in a cave away from prying eyes. Until Destiny and Babs discover him, he is the only one 

who knows where his body is. Les appears to be anxious when the shipping forecast and the 

ledger indicate that someone has died, suggesting that he is not at home in his role but one that 

he performs nonetheless. His warning to Destiny that ‘it’s what you’re going to do that’s the 

problem” (Wild, 2019, p. 44) is an attempt to manipulate Destiny’s behaviour, to frighten her 

into doing as he says: keep away from the flashing lights, the fog and therefore the quay, in 

order to avoid the possibility of ‘witnessing’ her body, which will lead to her ‘moving on’ and 

therefore leaving him alone again. His loneliness is perhaps a punishment for his past deeds 

which ended his marriage, a penalty brought on through his self-inflicted death. 

 

Likewise, Destiny is lonely, a social outcast and a victim of bullying, not only at school but, more 

importantly, at home, a place where she should feel safe. It seems that it is only when she 

stands up for herself and refuses to do what Les wants her to, that she is able to move forward, 

initially appearing to view her own body. The end is deliberately ambiguous allowing the reader 

to make up their own minds but it is implied that Destiny has decided against moving on, the 

acceptance and genuine desire for company from Les being what she craves. It is this decision, 

as well as her seemingly innate sense of right and wrong which manifests in her love of animals, 

alongside her ability to fend for herself regardless of the situation, that help to create her 

character as a strong heroine, another important factor in the success of a girls’ comic, 

according to Mills. 

 

Ultimately, Destiny decides to stay with Les in order to achieve a sense of ‘home’, whether 

physical or metaphorical. Destiny is not welcome at home with Lorraine and Dave, nor does she 

feel particularly welcome at her father’s flat. Her flashbacks provide the context for this lack of 

attachment and reveal only a nostalgic recollection of how things (her relationship with her 

father, essentially) used to be. When she first enters her dad’s flat, she finds the door is open, 

the phone is off the hook and the cup of tea on the table is mouldy, suggesting no one has been 

there for a while. The house may seem the same but a distance of years, and an alteration in 
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perception due to experience, renders the environment as uncanny, the same yet different, 

comforting in terms of memory but unsettling because it is viewed from a place much further 

away in time than where the memories reside. As Jachimiak explains, this revisiting of the home 

is bound to elicit an uncanny experience: ‘it is familiar to them (they did, after all, once live 

there) but it is also a place that is totally unfamiliar to them as they have only ever lived there as 

children, never adults’ (2012, p. 94). It is this unfamiliarity that Sam Tyler experiences when he 

revisits his own childhood home, gaining access to the property and engaging in conversation 

with his mother. 

 

‘A common fear is of being lost, or away from home, in an alien environment which the 

protagonists must negotiate: the key aspect to Life on Mars’, suggests Dobson (2012, p. 33), and 

something experienced by Sam throughout the series. Similarly, this is also a key aspect in 

Destiny/’Destiny’: the environment is familiar, if uncanny, but the events are strange, 

carnivalesque and take place in a liminal space, much like Sam’s experiences in Life on Mars. As 

Jachimiak suggests, the experience of time travel emphasises that Sam does not belong in his 

childhood home (2012, p.101). 

 

This uncanny yet strangely familiar environment cannot be navigated using recalled memory 

entirely, as it is viewed from an alternative perspective, both psychologically and physically. 

Frosh states that ‘memory makes claim upon the actual. It is concerned with what can be 

recalled because it once was’ (2011, p. 120). This statement challenges Destiny’s presence in 

‘Les Driscoll’s World’ of 1977 because it has not yet existed, at least not in her experience, and 

therefore cannot be a recollection. ‘Les Driscoll’s World’ might exist in Destiny’s imagination 

rather than her memory, as it is ‘not connected to what was but what might have been: not the 

recovery of the actual but the discovery of the possible’ (Frosh, 2011, p. 121). Destiny’s 

acceptance of the uncanny, bizarre and thus carnivalesque set of circumstances she finds herself 

in could be as a result of her imagination, much like in a dream when the ‘reality’ results from 

the suspension of disbelief. Therefore, although ‘Les Driscoll’s World’ exists in Destiny’s 

imagination, it could also exist ‘as a world of pre-existing memory’ (ibid). This scenario is equally 

experienced by Sam and presented to the audience as a world of pre-existing memory (for both 

the audience and Sam), the difference being that Sam has displaced within his own lifetime 

where Destiny has not. Goodman’s (1978) work on world-building might suggest that the worlds 

both in Life on Mars and Destiny/’Destiny’ are made up of other worlds, and therefore are both 
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heteroglossic constructs. Accordingly, the represented world of Life on Mars and ‘Destiny’ build 

‘upon relationships between familiarity and innovation – (the worlds are) simultaneously 

recognizable and strange’ (Frosh, 2011, p. 124). Therefore, through this sense of being familiar 

and yet unfamiliar, they are once again rendered uncanny. 
 
 

Sam Tyler not only finds himself in 1973 after a road traffic accident but in fact goes on to 

deliberately return there after he commits suicide. Similarly, Destiny has not been relocated in 

time by a machine, rather she has undergone a traumatic event causing the perceived time slip. 

It is Destiny’s love for Babs that leads to her traumatic event. Unlike Sam, she cannot wake up 

(from a coma): she is waiting to be found so that she can go to the metaphorical ‘the pub’, the 

portal revealed in Life On Mars’ sequel series, Ashes to Ashes (2008-2010), which signifies 

‘moving on’, the specific destination being unknown. Destiny’s decision perhaps outlines what 

would have happened had Tyler refused to go to ‘the pub’ and stayed with Hunt. 
 
 

According to Wild, it is possible to experience a sense of loss towards nostalgic pasts never 

known (2018). Fisher further argues that this hauntological experience also applies to projected 

futures that do not come to pass, ‘itself haunted by a nostalgia for all our lost futures’ (Gallix, 

2011). In this situation, hauntology is represented by ‘the figure of the ghost as that which is 

neither present, nor absent, neither dead nor alive’ (ibid). It is this manifestation of being 

neither one thing nor another, of being betwixt and between, which addresses the paradox in 

Destiny/‘Destiny’. Destiny’s parents, Gary and Lorraine, are alive in the present day, as is Destiny 

until her trip to the Island results in her death. The subsequent death of her parents in 1977 

suggests that Destiny would never have existed, as she would not have been born. However, 

hauntologically speaking, when her parents die, Destiny becomes a ghost of someone who 

never was, a possible but non-existent future self and it is this future self that exists prior to her 

death. Much like Sam Tyler, who continued with his ‘life’ in ‘Gene Hunt’s World’ following his 

suicide in the present day, Destiny, or her misplaced future self, continues to exist, albeit out of 

joint with conventional temporalities. 

 

As Jachimiak explains, Life on Mars highlights ‘that yesterday’ – in this case representing 

childhood – ‘‘is most definitely another day’. Yet, the respective present and the future, the 

adulthood and the promise of adulthood, ‘can always be different’’ (2012, p. 100). This may be 

the case in Life on Mars but Destiny’s perspective is different: she is lost and forgotten (if she 



206  

ever existed at all). Perhaps she simply finds the emotional support that she needs where she 

least expects it. Fortunately Destiny does not realise where she is and with whom until the end 

of the story. It might be that she denies herself this acceptance as she is unable to reconcile a 

relationship with her mother who in 1977 is already demonstrating the antisocial tendencies 

that she does when Destiny is at home. Destiny cannot go back to her parent’s youth nor can 

she go back to her own youth. She is static as she chooses not to move on, embraces this and 

remains betwixt and between, alongside Les, forever. 



 

Zeitgeist: the rise and fall of Misty’s influence over its target audience 

 
By the mid-seventies an air of crisis and social polarization hung over Britain, a sense of discord 

which manifested itself at a symbolic level, not only in the themes of Misty’s stories but also in 

the youth styles and subcultures of the period (Osgerby, 1998, p. 104). 

 

With specific reference to Britain and the Zeitgeist of the era in which Misty was published, 

Osgerby goes on to introduce the emergence of the punk movement. He explains, ‘Teddy boys, 

mods and skinheads, for example, all first emerged in London and through media exposure rose 

to become the pre-eminent youth styles of particular historical moments’ (Osgerby, 1998, p. 

170). The punk movement functioned in the same way and, as with other subcultures, Osgerby 

suggests that it emerged out of ‘turbulence, social antagonism and conflict, giving its followers 

the badge of the ‘alienated outsider’ (Osgerby, 1998, p.105). The punk and post-punk bands of 

the late 1970s shared some of punk’s sensibilities but developed their own style and moniker, 

that of the Goth. Mueller suggests that ‘punks adopted and intensified a style originally from 

New York’s musical underground. Goth on the other hand became a distinct genre of music in 

its own right’ which appropriated signifiers from Gothic art, literature, and film to create a 

subversive effect (2006, pp. 74-75). 

 

Goth style might be labelled vampiric and therefore gothic, subversive and uncanny. Its dress of 

choice is predominantly black, with a pale face and dramatic, black eye make-up and a penchant 

for Victorian-style clothes. As a result, Sweetman’s observation that the characters in Misty 

stories were ‘females who were confronted with dark disharmony and found comfort only in 

death’ is not surprising (2007, p.31). His comment ‘goth chicks eat your beating hearts out. Here 

are your dyed-black roots’ (p.31) may seem almost throw-away, but in conjunction with the 

Zeitgeist of the time, these two lines may apply to the character of Misty herself in terms of how 

she presents the content on page two of most of the comics, as well as presenting herself as 

protective role-model. For example (Fig. 1. Misty (1979): 
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Furek (2008) describes Goths as the antithesis of mainstream fashion in the 1970s and the 

overblown excesses of the 1980s, with a penchant for dyed black hair, pale skin and dark 

clothes. This might suggest that Misty was going against the grain in terms of presenting itself as 

a subcultural text in direct opposed to the mainstream cultural tendencies at that time. As 

Mueller writes, the appearance of Goths ‘had much in common with the angst-stricken 

characters found in the early horror films that were admired by Goth bands and participants 

(2006, p. 76). Perhaps these characters are reflected in the angst-ridden, adolescent characters 

found in the chosen Misty stories. Indeed, in Mueller’s words: 

 

Many of the themes that preoccupied the media during the 1980s lend 
themselves to expression through Gothic aesthetics, and the terrors of childhood 
are no exception: an obsession with repressed feelings, past traumas haunting 
the present, the desire to expose the evil hidden beneath the surface, bringing a 
sense of fear and dread to even the most everyday situation, and exposing the 
potential for horror and tragedy in the home and in daily life (2006, p. 83]. 

 

Mueller discusses this in terms of Goth music, however this suggestion of horror, as found in 

everyday circumstances as a result of past trauma, would fit exactly with the themes and 

adolescent-based perspectives as found in the creative content of ‘Moonchild’, ‘The Sentinels’ 

and ‘The Treatment’. 

 

Hebdige attempts to pinpoint the process by which subculture, in this case that of the goth, is 

created and subsequently assimilated into a culture resulting in their dissipation and loss of 

subversive weight. Hebdige’s research on subcultures is directly relevant to the era under 

discussion, being first published in 1979, in the middle of Misty’s publishing run. He suggests 

that the working class encounter hardships and alienation on a daily basis as a result of 

Gramsci’s concept of the ruling hegemony. Eagleton explains that this term is usually used ‘to 

mean the ways in which a governing power wins consent to its rule from those it subjugates’ 

(1991, p. 112). He could be referring directly to Misty’s readership when he suggests that as 

younger generations become aware of this disharmony, they make a decision to protest against 

the negativity they encounter and achieve this through the development of distinct styles and 

practices which outline their separate identity and subversion. 

 

Hebdige goes on to suggest that once the media has identified a subculture, thus rendering it 

culturally ‘valid’, it becomes subversive and a moral panic is created. Once the subculture 
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becomes present in the media, it becomes a commodity, expands, and becomes more socially 

acceptable through the manufacturing of products (for example, fashion items). The media then 

processes the subculture, exoticising its members, or portraying them as eccentric jokers. Once 

this process of destabilising has occurred, the ruling hegemony once more becomes peaceful 

and unthreatened. 

 

This might suggest a reason for Misty’s demise as it could be argued that by 1980 Misty, as a 

representation of what it is to be a Goth, had become a commodity and no longer held the 

subversive allure that had initially been so appealing to its readers. Despite the transience of 

Misty as a reflection of ‘Goth-ness’, its contents remained gothic or, as Sweetman describes it, 

‘gothic majesty’ (2007, p. 30). However, the term gothic is not interchangeable with goths as a 

subculture: to refer to this subculture as gothic is misleading, despite Misty containing both goth 

elements and elements of the gothic. The label of ‘the gothic’ could quite easily be applied to 

Misty, as an example of gothic fiction. Gothic fiction encompasses various different subgenres 

such as the uncanny, terror and horror and, as has been discussed, was used as inspiration for 

‘Moonchild’, in the form of Carrie and Rosemary’s Baby. 
 
 

Other popular films at the time included The Exorcist (1973), The Texas Chainsaw Massacre (1974) 

and Halloween (1978). In fact the International Movie Database (IMDB) contains thirteen horror 

films in its first fifty Most Popular Feature Films Released 1970 – 1979, while the same list for the 

1980s contains only five (2013). It could be argued that the decline in popularity of Misty 

correlated significantly with this decline in genre trend. Perhaps the trend in teen films seen in 

‘mainstream youth cinema’ of the 1980s represented a different sort of fantasy life than that 

found in Misty (Lebeau, 1995, p. 17). The Breakfast Club (1985), St Elmo’s Fire (1985), Stand By 

Me (1986), for example, influenced the reading material of the maturing, erstwhile Misty fans, 

who at eleven-years-old (to take the median of the target age range) found horror and twist-in- 

the-tale stories appealing. Two years later when Misty ceased publication, these same readers 

would be thirteen, at secondary school and being influenced by their older peers, peers who had 

been offered a ‘panorama of visuality focusing on male good looks’ (McRobbie, 1991, p. 154) 

‘which dominates the teen magazines aimed at girls and young women for whom the beautiful 

(male) faces of cinema and pop music (…) are commodified and circulated as objects of [sexual] 

fantasy’ (LeBeau, 1995, p. 19), rather than the fantasy of horror. LeBeau believes that this 

shrugging of the shoulders at a once loved pastime, reveals 1980s youth as anomic, part of a 
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decade that has ‘betrayed the youth rebellions of the 1960s and 1970s (…) [as having] ‘sold-out’’ 

(1995, p. 21). 
 
 

Rimmer suggests that ‘as an old wave degenerates and expires, so a new wave explodes and 

regenerates. Every five years or so the paradigm shifts’ (1985, p.11). This line of thinking would 

substantiate the shift from horror films and reading materials to teen movies five years later and 

thus the decline in interest in Misty. It is worth bearing in mind that, although Misty ceased 

publication in its own right in 1980, it did in fact merge with Tammy on 19 January 1980 and 

appeared for the last time on 15 May 1982. According to Mills, the reason for the merger with 

Tammy specifically, as opposed to any other comic, was because Tammy contained recurring 

serial stories. Mills explains that Misty had evolved to contain too many one-off stories, with Jenni 

Scott suggesting that these one-off stories made it too easy to skip a week as readers knew they 

would not be missing an integral part of the ongoing story contained in a serial (2015). Mills goes 

on to explain that Tammy was the nearest ‘kindred spirit’ (ibid) while other girls’ comics were 

publishing Enid Blyton-style stories as a result of the old school Second World War generation 

who believed in ‘nice comics for nice girls’ (ibid). 

 

This may imply that the suggested five-yearly paradigm shift could extend to 1989, allowing Misty 

also to ride the popularity wave of the teen movies being produced two years later, such as 

Mannequin (1987) and Dirty Dancing (1987). But it is worth remembering that with its publication 

in 1978, Misty was already a latecomer to the discontented youth scene. In fact, story-based 

comics as a teenage phenomenon were problematic from the mid-1970s onwards. Rayner 

explains that although the ‘triumvirate of Tammy, Jinty and Misty created a love of narrative’ 

(2012), the ascendency of magazines such as Just 17 and Jackie saw a move away from narrative 

and towards photo stories. Girl was first published in 1981 as ‘a stepping-stone’ between the 

traditional “picture-story papers” and the teen mags, such as Jackie and Blue Jeans comic (ibid). 

It had photo stories, boyfriends, popstars and problem pages, alongside its occasional illustrated 

story. It didn’t last and was scrapped by the end of the decade. It could be that even the readers 

at the beginning of the last five-year paradigm shift were more influenced by their older peers 

who had left Misty behind five years previously and were now more interested in teen films, as 

opposed to horror. This might be an explanation as to why Misty’s themes were left behind: the 

audience was no longer interested. 
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Alongside films, other era-specific themes were also used in the serials: ‘Thatcherite social 

rhetoric and the rise of the moral pressure groups were about preserving the traditional role of 

the family in a changing society’ writes Little (2010, p. 144).This point of view was arguably 

anathema to Mills. As Little points out, ‘2000ADs politics was always at the forefront of the 

writers’ and artists minds’ (ibid.) and this ethos is certainly apparent in the stories for girls at 

that time. For example, Tammy, which Misty merged with in 1980, parodied Margaret Thatcher. 

The controversial and perpetually carnivalised Prime Minister, was pilloried mercilessly courtesy 

of the media, ‘the most biting of all [being] Spitting Image and it’s representation of Thatcher as 

‘an insane megalomaniac’ (Wilkinson, 2013). In June 1970, Edward Heath succeeded from 

Harold Wilson as Prime Minister. The Conservatives were looking to make changes following 

their pre-election promises on tax cuts and in 1971, as Education Secretary, Thatcher was vilified 

for her cutting - ‘snatching’ - of free school milk for children over the age of seven. Girls’ comics 

writer Gerry Finley-Day used her as the basis for Ma Thatcher, a cruel woman who runs a farm 

for war evacuees in ‘Slaves of War Orphan Farm’: 

 
The wartime evacuee farm is run by the cruel Ma Thatcher (based on Mrs. T, 
then infamous as Thatcher the Milk Snatcher) and was truly terrifying with the 
evacuees having to fight, escape and defeat genuinely evil monsters (Mills, 
2012). 

 

Through the pages of Misty, readers had access to a world free from parental control which 

created, according to Sweetman ‘…a powerful potion that allowed the reader into a world more 

intoxicating than a pop star’s smile and more forbidden than the promise of a first date.’ (2007, 

p37). An additional reason for its demise could be that, as Scott suggests, ‘[Misty] just didn’t 

have enough sustained stories. There were too many twist-in -the-tale self-contained stories in 

any one issue…it’s too easy to skip a week or more if you’re not constantly coming back wanting 

to know what happens next in the strip’ (2015). Significantly, this twist-in-the-tale style is not 

predominantly found in 2000AD. Anecdotally, Mills explains his opinion regarding the reasons 

for this: 

 

Girls, female readers love mystery stories…We tried this with male readers, we 
only did it once and they hated it! That was ‘Terror Beyond the Bamboo 
Curtain’…You could see the thinking; we had the sadistic Japanese commander 
of the prisoner-of-war camp, and prisoners are disappearing, and strange things 
are going on, and the readers DID NOT CARE! They weren’t bothered about the 
mystery, they just wanted to see the action! What was the Terror behind the 
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Bamboo Curtain? Who cares, bring on the violence! A female readership, even if 
you’ve got a mystery as simple as “What’s inside that box?” 
That’ll keep them going for weeks! It’s a fundamental difference between the 
sexes (Mills, 2007). 
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Current Zeitgeist – the ir/relevance of possible future themes 
 
 

Arguably, as discussed, elements of the Zeitgeist at the time of Misty’s publication can be 

identified within the three chosen stories. Advance identification, in terms of reflections of the 

elements of a future Zeitgeist, appears to be problematic, typically being defined retrospectively 

and objectively from a point in the future. However, through the identification of current social 

issues, potential future Zeitgeist perceptions can be predicted, all of which may become 

apparent in a contemporary story, much as the writers used era-specific issues in the three 

chosen stories. 

 

The key point here, however, is not that a contemporary cultural context can be identified and 

thus a future perception of current Zeitgeist can be predicted but how the writers identify and 

interpret it. As has been discussed, Mills and Wagner, editors and writers of 2000AD, insisted on 

producing ‘material that was political, instead of simply more “realistic”’ (Little, 2010, p.143). 

This seems to suggest that that the publication was used, whether consciously or not, as a 

vehicle to reflect sociopolitical issues of the time. Is it possible for a writer to be completely 

neutral or original? Arguably not. For example, both the content in Destiny the novella and 

consequently the visual interpretation in ‘Destiny’ the comic script is full of my biases and 

prejudices as well as my experiences, which will be discussed in Part Three. 

 

Nonentheless, it is possible to identify some of the issues of the current era that could affect the 

writers’ choice of themes , such as Brexit and its implications and, in true ‘Sentinels’ style, the 

‘what if’ factor. As Sandbrook suggests, 

 

…the irony was that if Britain had joined the Common Market in the mid-1950s, 
as its European neighbors had hoped, then it would have done so as a military 
and economic superpower, still unquestionably Western Europe’s pre-eminent 
nation (2010, p. 137). 

 

This begs the question, what would ‘Great’ Britain look like now if it hadn’t joined the Common 

Market? How would the Empire manifest today? It would seem that Britain on the whole, both 

now and forty years on from the general strikes, longs to regain the moniker of ‘Great’ through 

taking back control of its own governance. This idea of self-governance, of regaining control, is 

reflected in ‘Moonchild’ (Rosemary gains control of her power, uses it with good intention and 
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subsequently loses it), ‘The Sentinels’ (Nazi control is banished from contemporary society and 

Jan’s family regain control of their housing situation) and ‘The Treatment’ (staff at the Country 

Park Corrective School gain control over pupils’ errant behaviour). Similarly, Destiny/‘Destiny’ 

demonstrates strong themes of control: Lorraine and Dave’s manipulation of Destiny; Les’ 

attempts to control Destiny’s future; her father’s relinquishing of all parental control and finally, 

like Rosemary Black, Destiny gaining control over her own decisions and, therefore, her future: 

she was miserable when she was a part of the mainland (perhaps a euphemism for Europe) so 

she really has nothing to lose by relinquishing her connection to her past. Her descriptions of 

the Island, although pleasant enough in terms of scenery, suggest that it is a place full of tourists 

and that it dies in the winter, being cut off by fog and foul weather. This might represent the 

state of ‘Great’ Britain in a contemporary era and the possibilities of an isolated and depressing 

future, lived at the behest of wealthy visitors. 

 

In this way, as the writer of Destiny/‘Destiny’, contemporary issues can be said to filter through 

my writing and become apparent as secondary readings of the text. This is similar to the issues 

surrounding high-rise buildings manifesting on a subtextual level in ‘The Sentinels’, as well as 

standards of behaviour and methods of corporal punishment in ‘ The Treatment’. 

 

In terms of political, geographical and social agendas, based on the discussion above, it could be 

argued that the issues apparent during the time of Misty’s publication, and thus arguably 

reflected in the chosen stories are, broadly speaking, not dissimilar to those of contemporary 

society: European Union-based fears of either being subsumed or isolated; matters of 

inappropriate housing, employment-related economic problems; and the vilification of the 

perceived ‘other’ as a subcultural group formed either within or without a society’s mainstream 

culture. Although the evidence both here and in the analysis of the Zeitgeist at the time of 

Misty’s publication is merely a snapshot, it is, nonetheless, pertinent. As the stories within Misty 

of the late 1970s contained elements of the Zeitgeist via cultural context (tower blocks, changes 

in EU status, the rise of the goth), so a contemporary Misty-style story can do the same, based 

on an informed overview of the era. Overarching themes and memories of the collective 

conscious in both the time of Misty’s publication and contemporary society, such as poverty, 

isolation, inadequate housing, abuse and ‘otherness’, can be identified amongst Armstrong’s 

suggested broader and more contemporary Brexit-related categories concerning ‘the recovery 

of control over democracy, law, trade, money, people and borders’, and therefore would remain 
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relevant in a story contained within a remodelled version of the comic (2017, p. 66). A reflection 

of this nature arguably affords the pleasure of seeing the past come to life in the present, albeit 

a future prediction of the past which has been filtered through the experiences and subsequent 

subjective interpretations of writers. 

 

Possible reasons for the prevailing Zeitgeist at the time of Misty’s publication have been 

identified in ‘The Treatment’, ‘The Sentinels’ and ‘Moonchild’, links having been made between 

the content of the stories and the cultural context. However, this does not dictate the need to 

acknowledge issues of Zeitgeist. The inclusion of themes and memories of the collective 

conscious of any era are arguably not a prerequisite for a convincing or engaging story. As has 

been discussed, elements of Zeitgeist can certainly inform the plot, and may help to draw the 

reader in by providing a meaningful foothold in the form of an allegorical tale. However the 

removal of characters from the present helps to facilitate, in the case of Destiny/‘Destiny’, an 

exploration of adolescence without making the Zeitgeist the primary focus. Consequently, this 

allows for a welcome sense of solace from the Zeitgeist, with regard to era-specific issues and 

contemporary fears and thus the potentially didactic tendencies based on the subjective social 

positioning of a text’s writer. It could be argued that setting Destiny/‘Destiny’ in a different era 

allows the character of Destiny and her personal journey to take centre stage: the setting has 

been used as a platform to display the universal concept of adolescence, and does not allow 

other, more Zeitgeist-specific issues to blur the message. In other words, Destiny/‘Destiny’ does 

not need to be grounded in the present day to be relevant to a contemporary audience, 

although, as has been discussed, it will likely have been influenced by my own social positioning 

via cultural context, as well as my personal experiences. 
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Part Three 
 

The Formula 
 

I believe the beginning of a writer’s style lies somewhere very deep inside 
oneself (...); it is tied to the choices we make in life. In your writing, readers 
should be able to hear the contents of your heart, your mind and your soul 
(Skinner, 2015). 

 

The following section aims to shed some light on how and why Skinner’s beliefs about writing 

style have manifested in Destiny/’Destiny’. There is no secret formula to creative writing; there 

are tools with which you can shape your work but you can only write about what you know. 

That’s not to say that I have ever drowned in a kennel on a ferry; I haven’t (or have I?) so I can’t 

know how that might feel but what I can do is draw on my own experiences of life (and death) 

so that I can form a believable narrative which readers will be able to relate to in one way, 

shape or form. 

 

Following the analysis of three academic concepts and identification of their presence in 

‘Moonchild’, ‘The Sentinels’ and ‘The Treatment’, it was time to create the comic. I had 

absolutely no idea how to do this. I mean, I was writing the story in the form of a novella, as 

Stephen King had done with Carrie, so surely I could then map out a comic script, based on what 

I had already written in the novella. And as part of my research and development the novel was 

a very important part of the process, especially as I came to distil the story into comic form. But 

I wanted to know how Mills had done it, whether there existed a step-by-step process for the 

creation of the Misty stories. Research uncovered no such process, so I decided to ask Mills 

about his process. To my amazement, Mills was happy to discuss Misty-related queries. Not only 

that, but he then created a series of blog posts (Appendix 1) based on my questions. 

 

I acknowledge that Mills’ Formula is not an ‘authoritative discourse as creator of Misty which 

transcends other registers of the discussion’ (Croft, 2018); it is simply a record of his recalled 

process and one which evidently functioned as a catalyst in the success of Misty and the stories 

contained within it. 

 

The following discussions will centre on my own creative process and how I used Mills’ 

responses and my own knowledge of creative writing to produce the initial story and, 
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subsequently, the comic script. It is understood that at the time of Misty’s publication, the 

process did not involve creating an entire script, rather the script evolved through discussion 

with the artist, however, I have chosen to recreate the novella and represent the entire textual 

intervention in comic script format. This method has enabled me to create a complete first draft 

and therefore a guide from which to work when artist James Adams, who has created a sample 

front cover for ‘Destiny’, is approached to produce further illustrations in the future. 

 

I will address the responses to each of the questions that I posed to Mills in turn, including a 

summary of his response and a list of key points, followed by how I put the Formula into action 

when creating ‘Destiny’. 

 

Mills has cited ‘Moonchild’ throughout the questions to demonstrate his process, hence it is this 

story that will feature in this section. 
 
 

Question 1 

What I'd like to know is this: once you had been inspired by (for example) Carrie to write 

Moonchild for Misty what was the process? 

 

Summary 

Using Mills’ responses as a starting point, I began to think about how I might formulate my own 

comic serial story. In his response to my initial question - ‘What I'd like to know is this: once you 

had been inspired by (for example) Carrie to write ‘Moonchild’ for Misty what was the process?’ 

- Mills explains that the choice of text is a key element of the Formula. He recommends 

selecting a subject and/or genre with appeal. This can be achieved by selecting a popular book 

or film to work with using the process of textual intervention. In the case of ‘Moonchild’, he 

chose Stephen King’s Carrie, published in 1974 and appearing as a film in 1976, placing it on the 

social radar during Misty’s publishing run. 

 

Carrie contained a strong heroine, something that Mills cites as being important to the success 

of a girls’ comic. If a text does not contain a strong heroine, or hero, a textual intervention can 

be used to achieve this. This central character, Mills believes, should be written from a personal 

perspective in order to achieve a sense of emotion and depth. Mills personalised Rosemary 

Black, ‘Moonchild’s lead character, by giving her the same moon-shaped scar on her forehead as 
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he has, hence the title. In terms of other characters, he explains that Rosemary’s mother was 

based on someone he knew while the bully had the characteristics of generic school bullies. 
 
 

The series should be written to include ascending drama in order to heighten tension. This can 

be achieved through a conflict of desires between characters, as well as the inclusion of 

progressive complications, motivating characters to make choices and behave in a way that 

moves them, and hence the plot, forward. 

 

The title, according to Mills, should normally, but not always, contain the protagonist’s name. If 

the setting is the main thread of the series, then this would appear in the title. 
 
 

In terms of how the protagonist will look, basing them on someone famous can add power to 

the artwork (Mia Farrow was the inspiration for Rosemary Black, the protagonist in 

‘Moonchild’). Furthermore, writing with an artist in mind also helps to shape the storyline. 

Choosing an artist whose expertise is capturing facial expressions gives the writer a sense of 

how the character will look. 

 

Key points: 

• Choose a subject and genre with contemporary appeal. 

• Create protagonist/characters on a personal level. 

• Include the protagonist’s name in the title. 

• Base the protagonist’s look on someone famous and era-specific. 

• Include ascending drama to create tension. 
 

The Formula applied 
 
 

Choose a subject and genre with contemporary appeal: 

As a fan of the uncanny, my favour lies with frightening fiction but would this appeal to a 

contemporary market? The answer is yes, horror in children’s fiction remains a popular genre, 

with Lyons reporting sales of horror fiction being ‘at a four-year high’ as a result of ‘a glut of 

supernatural TV series and blockbuster horror films sparked an ‘incredible resurgence’ in the 

genre (2018). This is reflected in the 156 pages (3721 items) of children’s horror and ghost 

stories that Waterstones advertises. Indeed enter 'horror in children's fiction' into Google and 
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the result is this: ‘about 84,000,000 results’. Horror has been a best seller since the nineteenth 

century 'penny dreadfuls' (even Robert Louis Stevenson was a fan) and this hasn't gone away. 

 

Create protagonist/characters on a personal level: 

Although not necessarily a reflection of any one person, Destiny has specific traits and 

behaviours such as low self-esteem as a result of her treatment by her mother and feelings of 

abandonment towards her father. As a result she feels worthless and unable to stand up for 

herself. She is a late developer and is relatively androgynous in appearance, choosing to hide 

herself in shapeless jumpers, jeans and Doctor Marten Boots, as she wishes to ignore her 

developing femininity. This is partly as a result of the unwanted attention she receives from 

Dave, as well as her rejection of Lorraine’s perceptions of what it means to be beautiful. As Mills 

used his moon-shaped scar to personalise ‘Moonchild’, so Destiny’s dog, Babs, will be included 

to personalise the story in this case, Babs being based on my American Bulldog, Patsy 

(sometimes referred to as ‘Babs’). 
 
 

Alongside this, Babs also serves a purpose in terms of plot as, without her, Destiny would not 

have been trapped in the kennel on the ferry and therefore would not have drowned and there 

would be no story. Babs also chases Tiddles resulting in the meeting of Destiny and Edna, as well 

as the introduction of a further mystery and progressive complication which begs investigation 

from both Destiny and the reader – Budgie’s message to ‘stay away.’ It is also Babs who finds the 

cave where Les’ body is found thus the inclusion of Babs, although a personal representation, is 

justified and serves a purpose in terms of plot, much the same as Mills’ inclusion of his moon-

shaped scar in ‘Moonchild’. 

 

Include the protagonist’s name in the title: 

The name Destiny was chosen as research showed that it was popular in 1999, roughly the year 

in which the protagonist would have been born. It also evokes a sense of events being 

preordained or, conversely, the freedom of choice that shapes one’s own destiny, and gives an 

arc to Destiny’s personal development. Initially she perceives her life to be controlled by others, 

however, by the end of the story, she makes a monumental decision about her future that will 

affect all the characters in the story. Thus, the title is not simply her name but representative of 

the different facets of her character and the story’s themes. 
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Base the protagonist’s look on someone famous: 

Destiny is a petite, androgynous-looking girl, around the age of 15, who has yet to acknowledge 

and accept her physical development. She also refuses to acknowledge her feminine side, partly 

in deliberate opposition to her mother’s desire for a daughter who she can dress up in pink and 

take out clubbing, as well as her mother’s overt and consequence-based disappointment and 

resentment at Destiny’s personal choices. Accordingly, my image of Destiny is based on a young 

Emma Watson, circa 2009. Her face will be well-known to the target audience range as that of 

the character Hermione Granger from the films based on J.K. Rowling’s Harry Potter series (1997 

– 2007) but the post-Potter Watson sported a short haircut and it is this elfin look that Destiny 

will emulate in order to achieve a more androgynous yet endearing appearance. 

 
 
 

Include ascending drama: 

Dramatic structure is the process of arranging a text in in order to move the plot forwards. 

Without the inclusion of ascending drama, the plot will remain static and therefore 

uninteresting. Melrose explains the development of plot in six basic stages: balance; 

disharmony; inciting incident; problem; resolution; followed by the outcome (2000, pp.16-17). 

The main plot in ‘Destiny/’Destiny’ follows these steps accordingly: the opening focuses on 

setting up the status quo, or the balance; Destiny is being bullied and teased at school, is looking 

for some peace and quiet on her walk home but is instead met by Dave at the school entrance. 

The appearance of the cat scares Dave and thwarts his plans with Destiny. At home, the reader 

is thrown into the depressing circumstances surrounding Destiny’s home life and the abuse and 

neglect she is subject to. All these elements sadly demonstrate a normal day for her, therefore 

outlining the usual sorry state of affairs and thus the opening of the plot. Disharmony occurs 

when Lorraine throws Destiny out of the house; her usual disruptive home life has changed for 

the worse and Destiny must now find her own way to the Island to stay with her father. 

 

Despite the fog, Destiny and Babs embark the ferry which goes on to sink. This is the inciting 

incident and starts a chain of events which change the direction of the main plot. 

 

The key moment in the plot, the point where the temporal shift between ‘now’ and ‘then’ 

occurs, happens when Destiny realises that there is someone in the shop next door to her 

father’s flat. The reader is aware up until this point that the shop has been boarded up for some 
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time, the intention being that they will experience apprehension and confusion in tandem with 

Destiny. 

 

The problem occurs when Destiny discovers that both she and Les are dead. At this point 

Destiny decides that she wants to go home, back to Dave and Lorraine, as this is her ‘normal’ 

and therefore easy. The resolution occurs when the two bodies are brought up from the sunken 

ferry and the scene is left as Destiny and Babs make their way over to the covered bundles in 

order, the reader assumes, to view them. 

 

Finally, the outcome, or purpose, of Destiny’s journey becomes clear: she and Babs return to 

Les. They have not viewed their bodies, fixing them forever in Les’ world, but it is an informed 

and proactive decision for Destiny, who up until this point has reacted solely in accordance to 

the decisions of other people; this time, she has taken her existence into her own hands and 

created her own destiny. 

 

Running alongside the chain of events that forms the main plot is a sub plot which focuses on 

Reg’s illegal taxidermy business and, subsequently, the trapping of birds. This part of the plot 

allows for a conflict of desires between several of the main characters, as well as the inclusion of 

progressive complications which motivate the characters by altering, and allowing them to react 

to, their choices. For example, Reg is the driving force behind the taxidermy business. He’s in it 

for the money and has no scruples in terms of the moral and ethical issues involved. In turn, 

Edna has blackmailed Budgie into trapping the birds. She is driven by money and the need to 

feel attractive as she ages. She applies moral pressure to Budgie which pleases Reg and results 

in her receiving payment, both financially and in other less salubrious forms. Budgie allows 

himself to be blackmailed as he cannot bear the thought of losing Lottie. Sadly Lottie is on the 

path to becoming just like her mum, Edna, demonstrating ever-growing vicious, spiteful and 

selfish traits. Each character has a desire and it is Destiny’s arrival that alters the balance, her 

presence and influence changing the varying character arcs right from when she first meets 

Tommy and Budgie in the burnt out car. 

 

There are other, more specific reasons for the inclusion of birds and taxidermy in ‘Destiny’: as 

symbols of freedom, they personify Destiny’s struggle to find her voice and free herself from the 

bullying both at school and at home. However, once stuffed, birds, and other animals, take on a 
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more unsettling appearance, adding a further level of ‘uncanniness’ to the story. In his essay 

‘The Uncanny Valley’ (1970), Masahiro Mori discusses the correlation between human likeness 

and affinity to an object. He explains that when an object, which at first appears to be real, is 

discovered to be artificial, an ‘eerie’ sensation is experienced (Mori, 1970). For example, the 

object may be missing some usual and specific details, such as a false hand which lacks 

fingerprints. Consequently the appearance may be of something that is real but the sense of 

affinity to the object is lost, thus rendering it uncanny. Mori believes this experiencing of the 

uncanny is ‘an integral part of our instinct for self-preservation’ (ibid). His work can also be 

applied to non-human objects, in this case stuffed birds. On first appearance the birds in Reg’s 

flat appear real but certain specific anomalies come to light: physiological issues with eye 

function; unkempt appearances; lack of movement from breathing; and unnatural limb angles 

all add to the sense of the birds appearing to be birds but, with these identified alterations in 

their normal physiological make-up, establishing a lack of life and therefore human affinity: they 

become, in Mori’s words, eerie. 

 
 
 

Question 2 

Did you write Moonchild as a story then rewrite as a comic? 

How do you do that? Is it based on the amount of frames per page/ per story? 
 
 

Summary 

When writing for any comic, not just Misty, Mills recommends writing a synopsis followed by an 

episode outline. He explains that at the time Misty was published, it was usual practice to give 

the editor a summary, while the rest of the story developed as further episodes were created. 

This process allows an element of spontaneity and flexibility, preventing the text from being 

static: characters’ personalities can be addressed in detail and accordingly the plot may take a 

different direction than previously anticipated. Mills suggests that a synopsis should be around 

one page in length, while the story outline should be one page per episode and include the 

driving force behind each episode, along with the beginning and end. In each episode, the 

protagonist should have an active role, whether the outcome is good or bad. Examples of 

dialogue can be included but finer details and descriptions should be left out. 
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The number of frames per story is of great importance. Mills discusses this subject in his next 

blog post. Historically this was eight frames spread over three pages but was altered to five or 

six frames over six pages to mirror the successful format of another of Mills’ publications, 

2000AD. This avoided condensing too much story information into one episode. For example, 

girls’ comics contain more talking head dialogue scenes than comics for boys, which were 

heavier on visuals, Mills explains. These dialogue scenes still need to contain movement to push 

the episode forward and Mills suggests a nine picture grid, as found in Watchmen (1986-1987), 

can be useful for this. Ultimately, however, the number of frames is at the discretion of both 

writer and artist and needs to take into consideration the styles of each. In the case of ‘Destiny’, 

each episode is to be spread over four pages, as it is in the three chosen stories, while the 

number of frames varies from one to nine, depending on the level of action, the amount of 

scenes and the amount of information to be communicated. 

 

Communication between the artist and the writer is key, Mills explains. The artist may suggest 

areas of writing that do not work so well and even suggest alternative sections while the writer 

may do the same. 

 

Studying the artist’s previous work will identify their strengths and weaknesses, which the 

writer can bear in mind in order to make the most of strengths while playing down the weaker 

areas. Dialogue balloons can be used to cover artwork with less impact while busy scenes may 

need a cut in dialogue to avoid information overload and a confusing visual. 

 

Key points: 

• Write a synopsis of around one page in length. 

• Include ascending drama in each episode. 

• Study the artist’s previous work. 

• Communicate with the artist regarding any mutual strengths and weaknesses. 

• Discuss the IDEA with the artist and decide on the number of frames and layout. 
 

The Formula applied 

In response to my second question to Mills - ‘Did you write Moonchild as a story then rewrite as 

a comic?’ - he explained that when writing for any comic, not just Misty, he recommends 

writing a synopsis followed by an episode outline, rather than writing an entire story and 
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breaking it down. He explains that at the time Misty was published, it was usual practice to give 

the editor a summary, while the rest of the story developed as further episodes were created. 

This process allows an element of spontaneity and flexibility, preventing the text from being 

static: characters’ personalities can be addressed in detail and accordingly the plot may take a 

different direction than previously anticipated. Mills suggests that a synopsis should be around 

one page in length, while the story outline should be one page per episode and include the 

driving force behind each episode, along with the beginning and end. In each episode, the 

protagonist should have an active role, whether the outcome is good or bad. Examples of 

dialogue can be included but finer details and descriptions should be left out. 

 

When writing fiction such as ‘Destiny/’Destiny’’, a structure is imperative. Melrose writes that 

‘thinking about each chapter as a single story helps that story to take on its own structure, with 

a beginning, middle and end’ (2002, p.53), which continues similarly for subsequent chapters. 

This ‘ordering [of] playful creativity into a structure’ allows for logical mapping of a story and is a 

formula that I have successfully used in the past (ibid). Consequently, without the input from an 

artist (except for the sample front cover) or letterer that, according to Mills, occurs when writing 

a comic, I decided that I would write ‘Destiny’ as a novella. This allowed me to reflect on every 

detail included, in terms of plot, setting, character, dialogue, pace, tone and themes, all 

component parts of prose. This formatting allowed for in-depth consideration of all aspects of 

the story, which I considered to be a well-rounded method of creating the story. I subsequently 

created the following synopsis, in order to demonstrate to myself that I understood the 

mechanics of what I had written: 

 

15-year-old Destiny and her dog, Babs, are thrown out of the house just before Christmas by 

Destiny’s mother: they will be going to stay with Destiny’s dad on the Island where he lives. 

Destiny suspects she is being followed by an old man. Despite concerns regarding the incoming 

fog, Destiny and Babs embark the ferry. Destiny shuts herself in the ferry’s kennel with Babs 

Unbeknown to the two of them, the ferry crashes and sinks. 

 

Destiny and Babs arrive on the Island and reach her father’s flat but he is nowhere to be found. 

Destiny encounters the old man who has been following her and discovers that he is Les Driscoll, 

proprietor of the corner shop next door. Les warns Destiny that she and Babs must not go 

through the fog to the ferry terminal. 
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Destiny meets Budgie and Edna after Babs chases Edna’s cat. Budgie warns Destiny to stay away 

from them. 
 
 

Destiny and Babs return to her father’s flat only to discover that it has inexplicably and 

drastically changed in appearance. Destiny is awoken by a thump from the shop next door and, 

on entering the shop, swarms of moths escape. Les loses his temper when Destiny mentions her 

meeting with Edna and storms out of the shop, demanding that Destiny and Babs follow him. 

 

Destiny follows Les to a social club and witnesses Edna and her neighbour, Reg, undertaking 

some form of business deal. Les tells Destiny that he hopes Budgie and his girlfriend Lottie get 

away from Edna before it is too late and suggests that it is Destiny who holds the key to this. 

 

Destiny and Babs encounter Budgie on an early morning walk and discover that he has trapped a 

Kestrel. Budgie’s girlfriend Lottie appears and explains that her mother blackmails Budgie into 

trapping the birds. Budgie tells Destiny to call for him later. 

 

Destiny and Babs visit Budgie and his friend, Tommy. Destiny discovers a live magpie in one of 

the rooms. Budgie and Tommy gas the magpie and Destiny leaves the flat, horrified. 

 

Destiny and Babs come across a disused path which leads to a cave. Destiny discovers Les’ 

desiccated corpse hanging from a tree root inside the cave. 
 
 

Destiny finds an old ledger in the back of Les’ shop in which are written many names of people 

who have died at sea, including hers and Babs’. Les appears and tells Destiny that, like him, she 

is dead. 

 

Edna has her eye pecked out by one of her budgies. Chaos ensues as Tommy opens the gas 

valve on the back of the oven at Reg’s. Edna’s other eye is blinded by her cat. Reg appears in 

time to watch Edna fall from the balcony. His lit cigarette ignites the leaking gas and there is an 

explosion. 
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Lottie has Reg’s briefcase, which is full of money. She gives Destiny some money to go to Les’ 

shop. Les tells Destiny that she can’t be friends with Lottie, Budgie and Tommy because she is 

dead. Destiny is upset and runs to the ferry terminal so she can go home. 

 

At the ferry terminal, Destiny witnesses a police boat and divers placing two bodies onto the 

quayside from the sunken ferry. A ferry bound for France crashes, spilling debris into the water, 

including two suitcases. The names on the tags are those of her parents, otherwise known as 

Lottie and Budgie. Les appears and tells Destiny that she must view the bodies on the quayside if 

she wants to move on. Destiny chooses not to view the bodies and her and Babs return to the 

shop. 

 

In order to include ascending drama in each episode, as prescribed by Mills, I created a chapter 

breakdown, which ensured that I followed Melrose’s structural format. In turn this allowed me 

to write each chapter with ascending drama, each ‘end’ section being left on a cliff-hanger to 

pique the reader’s interest and encourage them to continue reading: 

 

Chapter One 

Les is muttering to himself in his decrepit shop. The radio comes on of its own accord. It is the 

shipping forecast. Les sees a page flutter over in the huge black and ancient ledger on a desk 

under the stairs. He is very anxious, almost scared. The shipping forecast explains that visibility 

will be very poor. Les sags physically at this news and pinches a tear away before leaving the 

shop. 

* 

It is the last day of term (December) and school breaks up at lunchtime but Destiny’s stepfather, 

Dave, has arranged to pick her up early so that he can take her for a drive without her mother 

knowing. Destiny leaves the school and is teased by fellow pupils for being ‘weird’. Dave honks 

his car horn and Destiny reluctantly gets in the old banger. As they travel down the school drive, 

a ginger cat runs into the road and Dave swerves. He is scared of cats and decides to drive 

straight home so he can calm his nerves with a can of lager. In the wing mirror, Destiny notices 

an old man with wispy hair wearing a high Vis. Jacket watching her, the uninjured cat in his 

arms. 
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At home, Dave issues orders to Destiny. She can’t hear him because she is in her room with her 

dog, Babs, listening to music on her phone on headphones. Destiny’s mother Lorraine enters 

and slaps Destiny. Destiny goes downstairs to get Dave a can. He is making fish finger 

sandwiches. The kitchen is filthy. Lorraine complains that Dave needs to go into town and do 

chores for her. Lorraine won’t go herself because she has a seen a blackbird, prompting her fear 

of birds. Lorraine tells Destiny that she is going to stay with her dad on the Island over the 

Christmas/New Year period so that she won’t get in the way of her and Dave having fun. Destiny 

packs a rucksack and tries to slide out the door with Babs. Lorraine tells her she can only take 

Babs if she leaves her phone. Destiny reluctantly agrees. She is pushed (literally) out of the 

house onto the front ’garden’ (old mattresses, general crap) and notices the high Vis. man from 

before watching her with his cat. The cat disappears behind some overflowing wheelie bins and 

the man follows. Lorraine and Dave shout ‘happy birthday’ to Destiny through the letterbox. 

 

Chapter Two 

Destiny is at the ferry terminal. It is very foggy. Two lads bump past her, complaining that they 

were going to take the ferry to the island but it’s too foggy and they don’t want to get stuck out 

on the sand bank where the wind turbine stands. They can’t decide whether Destiny is male or 

female (she tries not to look like a girl as she hopes Dave might leave her alone and she doesn’t 

want to draw any attention to herself). They decide she must be a lesbian and head into town 

looking for fun. 

 

Destiny buys a ticket for her and Babs. Babs must go in the kennels and Destiny is not happy 

about this. The old man in the high Vis. appears and approaches her. Babs is pleased to see him 

but Destiny is frightened and thinks that he is following her and so runs onto the ferry. A man in 

his late thirties approaches her and gives Babs a fuss, explaining that he used to know a dog just 

like Babs. He realises that he also knows Destiny. He tells her his name is Tommy and asks her 

lots of questions, seemingly quite upset. He asks her if she knows Gary Tyler. This is Destiny’s 

father’s name. Destiny is freaked out and she runs off. 

 

Destiny decides that she can’t leave Babs alone in the kennels and gets in with her. She locks the 

door behind them and thinks about Tommy and why she is so sure that she knows him. 

 

Chapter Three 
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It is foggy and drizzly when Destiny and Babs get off the ferry and there is no sign of her dad 

who she is expecting to pick her up. They walk up the hill to dad’s flat. On the way, there are 

people getting ready to go out for the night, chatting, listening to music. Suddenly there is 

silence as red, yellow and blue lights appear in the sky above the quayside. Destiny wonders if 

they are fireworks. She notices that the people in the street have all gone and that the street 

itself looks different (older cars, wasteland not yet been built on etc.). Destiny gets to her dad’s 

flat (bottom of old terrace) and sees that the door is open. Babs barges in. Destiny is scared. The 

house phone is off the hook and making a beeping noise. There is an untouched cup of tea with 

mould covering the top. She hears a noise from the old shop next door and wonders whether it 

is her dad so goes to investigate. 

 

The shop is dusty, tatty and there are moths around the fluorescent strip light in the window. A 

man appears. It is Les. He is not surprised to see Destiny. She asks for a tin of dog food and while 

Les is out the back fetching it, she notices a sparse magazine rack: an NME from December 

1977; Look and Learn; Misty; all titles either out of print or out of date. She points this out to Les 

and he appears nervous, making a feeble excuse for the lack of up-to-date titles. Destiny asks 

whether he’s seen her dad. He tells her to stop mithering but appears shifty and won’t hold eye 

contact. Destiny mentions the lights that she saw and wonders whether her dad will have gone 

to see what she thinks are fireworks. Les immediately warns her off. He seems angry then tells 

her he’ll help her find her dad if she’ll wait a bit. The door of the shop springs open and in comes 

a woman, dressed in a head scarf and housecoat pulling her son in by his ear. He is wearing a 

1970s-style school uniform. He has stolen loads of sweets from Les but the woman blames Les. 

The boy wriggles out of his blazer and leaves. The woman scurries after him and Destiny follows 

her. 

 

Outside, it is now 1977: there is waste ground where the new flats should be; a kid is drawing 

chalk pictures on the pavement in a Wombles t-shirt; a woman strolls past in 1970s clothes 

pushing a silver cross pram etc. Two lads in Parkas/army surplus gear/jeans/trainers are sitting 

in a burnt-out car on the waste ground. One is cocky and asks Destiny if she wants to join them. 

The other stares at her, mesmerised. The first lad teases him. Embarrassed by the attention, 

Destiny rushes back into the shop. Les offers her a brew and again warns her about going near 

the lights she saw and the general direction of the quay. He won’t tell her why. 
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Chapter Four 

Destiny leaves the shop and Babs chases a cat down the alley next to it. The cat ducks under a 

gate and a big shadowy bloke (Budgie) tells Destiny she should keep her dog under control. A 

woman joins him. It is Edna. She is superficially nice to Destiny and sends Budgie off to get some 

bread and marge for Destiny as she thinks she must be hungry. Destiny tries to peer round the 

gate and notices lots of small wooden crucifixes in the flower beds. Apart from that, the garden 

is clean and tidy. Edna keeps the gate pulled to. She gossips about Budgie, explaining that he is 

her daughter Lottie’s boyfriend but that she doesn’t like them being together as Budgie is older 

than Lottie and might try it on with her. She explains that Budgie lives next door. She asks if 

Destiny is lost and Destiny explains that she is staying in the flat below but can’t find her dad. 

Edna tells her that she didn’t know Eric had a daughter. Destiny doesn’t know any Eric, but 

recalls the smelly old bloke that lived in the flat before her dad moved in and she remembers 

that he died years ago. Budgie returns with the bread and marge. Destiny notices that he has a 

black eye. Edna goes back inside. Destiny sees ‘stay’ and ‘away’ written in the marge on the two 

slices of bread. 

 

Chapter Five 

Destiny and Babs return to the flat which is totally different inside: it is filthy, the décor and 

furnishings are old, and the kitchen is full of used plates, old bones, pools of blood from meat 

and rotting food. Destiny is confused but feeds Babs the tin of Chappie and tries to sleep. 

 

It is half nine in the evening and Destiny hears Les shouting from the shop next door. She opens 

the shop door and out fly thousands of large moths. Les is terrified of the creatures and can’t 

understand where they’ve all come from. They fly out the door, leaving powder and dust in their 

wake. Destiny is curious about the moths and puts a dead one in her pocket. Les and Destiny sit 

down by the crisp boxes. Destiny brings up the subject of her missing dad again, explaining that 

there’s suddenly loads of rubbish in his flat. Les explains the bin men are on strike. Destiny 

explains that Edna told her the same but there was no rubbish in her garden, just small wooden 

crucifixes sticking out of the flower beds. Les goes up the wall and tells her to steer clear of 

Edna. He grabs some money out of the till, some fags off the shelf and tells Destiny to follow 

him. Together they leave the shop. 

 

Chapter Six 
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Destiny follows Les through the narrow streets and down an alley called ‘Silver Hill’. She follows 

Les through a door into the Silver Hill Social Club where there is a disco. A covers band (Triple 

Denim) are playing ‘all the latest hits’. They announce their next track as being by Racey. Destiny 

notices that everything is a shade of brown – clothes, furnishings, décor, everything. She also 

notices that everyone is wearing ‘70s clothes. She joins Les at the bar. Everyone is smoking, 

even the old lady who is serving the drinks. Destiny notices Edna sitting on a fat sweaty bloke’s 

lap. He is wearing a terrible suit and they are surround by a gaggle of equally sweaty men who 

are all lusting after Edna in her inappropriate clothes. There is a very badly stuffed peacock 

above the bar, like a stag’s head above a fireplace. It is wearing a fez and a feather boa round its 

bent and crooked neck. Les explains that his ex-wife left him because he was playing away with 

loads of women. He tells her that it was Edna who told his wife and that she had said he was 

also sleeping with her. He says that although the rest was true, he wouldn’t touch Edna with a 

barge pole and that she’s nothing but trouble. One of the men stuffs a roll of notes down Edna’s 

cleavage and she totters off through the door to the lobby. Destiny wonders whether Edna is a 

prostitute but Les says she isn’t. He hopes that Lottie and Budgie get away from her and Reg 

before, as Les puts it, ‘it’s too late’. Destiny wonders what he means by this and asks him what 

the matter is. He tells her that she (Destiny) is the matter and that it’s not something she has 

done but something that she will do. 

 

Chapter Seven 

It’s early morning and Destiny is taking Babs for a walk in the countryside. The view from this 

particular area is something that her and her dad used to love until one summer’s day when she 

watched a lone magpie get caught and mangled in the slipstream of a council truck. It was the 

same day that her dad told her he would not be living with her and Lorraine anymore. Babs is 

sniffing about in the field when Destiny spots a lone figure kicking around in a pile of old leaves 

on the other side of the field. She realises it is Budgie. He has blood on his hands from cuts on 

his palms. Budgie’s black eye looks a lot worse and he seems very awkward. Destiny remembers 

that Edna told her that Budgie is a country boy and asks if he knows anything about moths. 

Suddenly Babs runs over to the pile of leaves and starts sniffing and pawing the ground. Budgie 

tells Destiny to keep her dog under control. The pile of leaves explodes to reveal a trapped 

Kestrel. Destiny is horrified and kicks the trap to release the bird. Babs runs after the dead 

mouse that has been used as bait as it flies through the air. Destiny is so angry that she almost 

shoves Budgie but she sees that he is on the ground in the foetal position and crying like a baby. 
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A voice shouts out his name. It belongs to a figure dressed in white and for a moment Destiny 

thinks it is a ghost but it turns about to be Lottie who is ready to explode. She is jealous at 

another girl being around Budgie and calls Destiny a cow. Destiny recognises the look of fury on 

Lottie’s face but isn’t sure why. Budgie explains that Destiny is the girl that Tommy likes and 

Lottie relaxes. Budgie and Lottie explain that Edna is blackmailing Budgie into trapping the birds. 

A light from Lottie’s flat (also Edna’s flat) distracts them and they run off, Budgie inviting Destiny 

to come round later so that he can take a look at the moth she talked about. 

 

Chapter Eight 

Destiny goes round to see Budgie and Tommy. Outside Edna’s flat (next door to Reg’s where 

Budgie lives) is a large 1970s Silver Cross pram. Destiny can hear Edna chatting away to her 

cockatiels through the open front door. Edna scolds her cat, Tiddles, for getting too near to the 

birds and throws him out the front door. Tiddles is black and white and very overweight and 

grabs at the hood of the pram with his claws. The baby inside starts to grizzle. Tiddles growls 

and hisses in return before raking at the kid’s face with his claws. The onslaught intensifies as 

the kid screams. Tiddles is wailing and scratching and fur flies. Edna realises what is happening 

and picks up the kid to take him inside and clean him up. Tiddles scuttles off into the flat next 

door and is promptly thrown back out by Budgie. Budgie sees Destiny and pulls her into the flat 

before anyone sees. Destiny asks about the baby who was attacked by Tiddles. Budgie tells her 

it is Davey, who is not a baby: he’s five and always sickly. He explains that Tiddles is always going 

for Edna’s birds. An embarrassed Tommy appears with some cups of tea and they explain that 

they stay at Reg’s a lot, especially when he’s away on business in London. They are cagey about 

this information. Destiny takes out the moth from her pocket and the boys identify it as a 

particular species that lives in caves. They ask her where she got it from and she explains. 

Destiny hears a loud screech from somewhere in Reg’s flat. On investigation she discovers a 

room full of badly stuffed birds. The room also contains a wallpaper pasting table, a Swiss army 

knife, superglue and rubber gloves. There is a wooden birdcage underneath the table where a 

magpie worries at the shackle round its neck. Budgie and Tommy stuff the bird into a bin liner 

and take it to the kitchen. Destiny is horrified when they take the gas pipe from the stove and 

shove it in the bag. After thirty seconds on the kitchen clock, the bag stops moving. Tommy and 

Budgie exchange nods while Destiny runs out of the flat and vomits on the doorstep. 

 

Chapter Nine 
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Destiny realises that Les is fully aware of what has been happening through his warnings about 

Edna but is livid that he has done nothing about it. She and Babs have walked far away from the 

flat, Destiny stomping in her anger and not paying any attention to where they are going in the 

ever-thickening fog. Babs disappears from view and Destiny panics. She is relieved to hear a 

faint bark and follows the noise. She hears the sound of waves and sees red, blue and yellow 

flashing lights from the direction of the quay. Babs has found a stick which Destiny chucks for 

her. Babs runs off in the direction of a disused path, a victim of cliff erosion with a ‘danger’ sign 

at its start. Further down the path there is a faded and peeling sign - ‘Parish 

Council…Warning…1970’ - and a load of old cans and faded crisp packets. Beyond, there is 

barbed wire and gorse bushes. The path has not been used for a long time. Destiny is distressed 

as Bab’s squeezes under the barbed wire and down the path out of sight. She follows and 

discovers they are at the cliff face before realising the corrugated iron sheets at the face of the 

cliff cover the entrance to a pitch black hole. Inside are thousands of moths which stream 

outside as a result of light being let into the cave. There are still a few stragglers inside. The 

moths were clinging to a shape outlined by a feeble sunbeam. The shape is swinging from tree 

roots in the ceiling of the cave and is fluorescent yellow at the top. Destiny thinks it is Les but 

cannot see his face. There is a Corona fizzy drink crate beneath him. Destiny feels for signs of life 

but cannot tell if Les is breathing because his Parka hood is done up, obscuring his face. She 

unzips it and realises that she is too late to save him by several decades. 

 

Chapter Ten 

Destiny returns to the shop to confront Les. She is furious, believing that Les has played a 

terrible trick on her. She goes through the hatch/counter and notices various 1970s posters (the 

Tufty Club, decimalisation etc.). She wonders whether she should enter the back of the shop 

which is out of bounds to customers, but does so despite feeling naughty. Her foot kicks against 

a bucket of urine and she notices stacks of old food piled up (Tate and Lyle sugar, boxes of tea 

with smoking monkeys etc.), all covered in dust. To her right there is what would be the 

cupboard under the stairs with no door to it but a desk instead. Scratched onto the top of the 

wooden desk are initials and dates, going back centuries as well as a large, worn black leather 

ledger. Destiny opens the ledger and inside the front cover is written in calligraphy: 

 

O Sacred Spirit, who didst brood 

Upon the chaos dark and rude, 
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Who bidst its angry tumult cease, 

And gavest light, and life, and peace; 

O hear us when we cry to thee 

For those in peril on the sea 
 
 

Each page of the ledger has four columns (name, date of birth, date of death and date of 

witness) and starts with a sepia picture of a man named Walter Javentry (D.o.b: 1874, D.o.d. 

1899, D.o.w. 1899). Destiny flicks through the pages and stops at the one titled ‘RMS Titanic’ 

where there are 1514 names listed and various pictures of men, women and children. Destiny is 

frightened and confused. She realises the temperature has dropped as smoke coils through the 

room, seemingly from nowhere. Destiny sees the red glow of a fag behind the glass in the door 

to the back of the shop. Les is there and asks her to let him in but her anger has now turned to 

fear and she refuses. Les raises his hand to take a drag and when he lowers it, his hand is 

Destiny’s side of the glass. The glass is intact. Les presses his forehead to the glass and his face 

passes through as if the glass panel was made of water. He is half in and half out of the room. 

Les appears beaten, sad and resigned and tells Destiny to have a look at the last page in the 

book and pushes her down into her seat. She reads her own name, D.o.b. and D.o.d. and sees a 

school photo of herself. There is no date of witness. Destiny is confused and terrified and 

accuses Les of being dead. He tells her that she is too. She asks him what is going on and he says 

he doesn’t know, that he hung himself after his wife and daughter left and then found himself 

back in the shop where he’s been ever since and expects to be for eternity, rescuing souls lost at 

sea. He tells Destiny he is lonely and asks her to stick the tea urn on. Destiny queries what will 

happen to her. 

 

Chapter Eleven 

Destiny is at Budgie’s place. Tommy can see she is scared and crying and wants to know who has 

upset his girl. Destiny likes this comment and also that he puts his arm round her, as this makes 

her feel normal, loved and wanted for a change. Budgie puts the kettle on when they hear a 

bellow from next door. Edna had previously been chatting to her birds but suddenly she is 

shouting for Budgie, explaining that one of the birds has pecked her eye. Both the boys run next 

door. Destiny watches through the opaque glass in Edna’s front door. She can see Edna with one 

hand over her bleeding eye and the other picking up Tiddles, preparing to put him in the cage 

with the guilty bird. Net curtains flap at Edna’s kitchen window as Budgie yells to Destiny to 
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watch out. Meanwhile Tiddles scrapes and claws at Edna’s face and ruins her other eye. Budgie 

has opened the door to one of Edna’s bedrooms and birds of all species are escaping through 

the kitchen window. Edna screams that Reg will kill them. Meanwhile Tommy, who has run back 

to Reg’s flat, returns and tells them all to run. Just at that moment, Reg comes in the back gate 

with a briefcase and apprehends Budgie before he can run off. Destiny and Tommy stay with 

him. Edna chucks Tiddles off the balcony. He lands on all fours and scuttles off. Reg runs up the 

stairs to reach Edna, a lit fag in his mouth. Edna has lost all sense of bearings and falls off the 

balcony. She is alive but badly injured, her arms and legs impaled by the crucifixes in the flower 

beds (this is where Budgie buries the innards of the birds they stuff). Reg sniffs. He can smell 

gas. The fag drops from his lips. The others run. 

 

Chapter Twelve 

Destiny, Lottie and the boys are sat in the burnt-out car. Reg has been killed in the explosion, 

blown to pieces. Edna survived but will never walk again. Lottie is holding Reg’s briefcase on her 

lap. It is full of money and will help Lottie and Budgie start again. Budgie asks for some money so 

they can all have some cans. Lottie snaps, grabs him by the throat and warns him that it is her 

money and to forget that it even exists. Destiny recognises the awful, twisted look on her face. 

Budgie cannot breathe. Tommy asks if he is okay once she has let go. Lottie tells him not to be 

so pathetic. She calls Budgie ‘sweet’, a pet name that Edna uses. Suddenly, she snaps back to 

her old self, gives Destiny some money and tells her to get some cans. Destiny goes to Les’ shop 

to buy the drink. Les is miserable. Destiny invites him to have a drink with them but Les refuses, 

asking her to keep him company for a bit. She tells him that she has to meet the others. He says 

that she can’t as she is dead. She loses it and says that she’s not dead and runs out the shop. 

 

Chapter Thirteen 

Destiny is at the ticket office on the quay, trying to buy a ticket back home. She has had enough 

of all the strange behaviour on the Island. However, the man behind the counter laughs when 

she says where she is going and asks where she’s been for the last few days. He goes on to say 

that nothing has left for, or arrived from, the Island since Tuesday after what happened. Destiny 

wonders what he is talking about as she arrived on that day and nothing strange had happened. 

The man continues telling Destiny that there is only one body left to find, or two if you include 

the dog. Suddenly there are blue, yellow, red flashing lights and the man announces that they 

must be bringing ‘her up’. The lights flash from the various emergency services involved and a 
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tug boat appears, pulling the ferry behind it like a beached whale. One of the police boats slows 

and a man in a wet suit hops on to the quay. Another wet-suited man passes him a long, 

blanketed bundle which he gently lays on the quayside. He is then passed a second smaller 

bundle which is placed carefully next to the first. A loud horn blasts. It is a ferry leaving for 

France. Destiny wishes she was on that ferry, so she didn’t have to go back home. She notices 

fog roll in from nowhere and the clear passage out to sea is completely obscured. The ferry is 

destroyed on the sharp needle-like cliffs which have also been obscured. Two suitcases slap 

against the jetty. Destiny fishes them out the water. She checks the names on the tags: they 

read ‘Gary Tyler’ and ‘Lorraine Lawson’: her parents’ names. Les appears, windswept, like a lone 

star and tells Destiny that Lottie and Budgie were nicknames. He also explains that their names 

have appeared in the book. He nods to the bundles on the jetty and tells Destiny to look at them 

if she wants to move on. Destiny moves towards the bundles. 

* 

Les is milling around in the back of the shop, listening to the shipping forecast and making a 

brew. He moans to himself about the cat scratching his legs, hat he has no heart or soul and 

therefore has nothing left to break. He is grumbling and wittering when the shop door ‘dings’ 

open. He goes out to see who it is, thinking its kids come to nick his stock. It is Destiny. He 

smiles, briefly, turning his back and offers her a brew. That’s all he says but then that’s Les. 
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Question 3 

Do you have an idea of how the illustrations should look or is that down to the illustrator? 

Summary 

In this blog post, Mills discusses the skills and techniques employed by artists to create good 

visuals. But it is worth considering the theory behind the art in order to fully understand the 

impact and consequences of the artwork, specifically through the lens of John Berger in his book 

Ways of Seeing (1972). Berger’s work is important in this context because it analyses cultural 

representations of men and women and the consequences of these representations on their 

conduct and self, as well as mutual perception. 

 

Berger argues that men are surveyors and observers while women are surveyed and observed, 

being self-conscious in their actions. As a result, Berger suggests, while men simply act, all 

women’s actions are indications of how they would like to be treated. And arguably this is 

precisely what happens in ‘Moonchild’. There are seven male characters: a park keeper, a 

policeman and a fireman, who both fulfil their minor roles successfully; two children, one of 

whom calls Rosemary a witch, the other whom is overjoyed that his toys work again despite the 

fact that the batteries are dead (he doesn’t seem to care why); the owner of the café who scolds 

Norma and her friends for putting salt in the sugar; and the doctor who simply performs a 

medical role. 

 

All these male characters are observers and act and react to events as a response to the female 

characters’ actions. As Berger states, they simply act as their stereotypical characters and 

professions dictate. The doctor (with the largest male role) exists as a catalyst for Rosemary’s 

emerging powers. It is interesting that he sees Rosemary as a money-making opportunity, giving 

a nod to patriarchal power while objectifying her at the same time. With the exception of 

Norma, the bully, and Rosemary’s troubled mother, as Berger suggests, the female characters’ 

actions are reflections of how they would like to be treated: the nurse is caring; Norma’s side- 

kicks want Norma to like them, and so behave as she dictates; Rosemary’s only friend, Anne, is 

rational and laid back; while Rosemary just wants to be accepted and liked. And ultimately, this 

is what happens: Rosemary loses her powers at the end of the strip and is accepted into Anne’s 

family. As Jehanzeb (2014) writes, ‘the power and control that characters like Wonder Woman 

have may be perceived as a woman’s control or power over a man, but it is in fact a fake 

control. The male writers can take it away at will.’ 
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This suggests that although a character like Rosemary Black has ‘supernatural’ powers which she 

can use to her own benefit, it is at the whim of the writer and artist as to whether she keeps or 

loses these powers. As Mills states, most of the writers and artists for Misty were male. Mills 

explains that the reason for this was ‘because all the younger female magazine journalists 

looked down on girls comics and didn’t want to write or edit them, aspiring to teenage and 

women’s glossy magazines instead’ (2012). 
 
 

Arguably this perpetuates the suggestion that men act while women are surveyed and 

observed, as the female magazine journalists Mills refers to here actively chose to write for 

magazines whose content consisted of make-up, fashion and how to get and keep your man, 

representing the objectification of women by, and for, women. 

 

In terms of the artwork for Misty being predominantly drawn by men, although there are no 

overtly sexualised depictions of the characters, what is noticeable is that all the female 

characters are drawn to demonstrate them eventually losing their sense of power: Norma the 

bully is told by the policeman that she will be going to an approved school, where she will 

presumably have to toe the line; Rosemary’s mother apparently loses her hold over Rosemary 

by admitting her jealousy at not having the power; Rosemary’s grandmother dies as a result of 

over-using her power; while Rosemary simply loses her power. The pictures also demonstrate a 

lot of emotional distress: tears; fear; pain; despair; disbelief; destruction; nightmares; abuse; all 

of which, although inflicted on female characters by other female characters, are depicted 

through the vision of the male illustrators. As Jehanzeb further explains, ‘what we see is through 

the gaze of the male. The women are presented as men would want to see them’ (2014). The 

female characters are portrayed as objects: a bully; a damsel in distress; a bitter old woman; all 

reacting to their circumstances rather than being proactive in overcoming them. 

 

Following the theme of objectification of women, Destiny/’Destiny’s female characters consist 

of Edna, an irreputable woman, who some of the male characters lust after; Destiny is a ‘little 

girl’, desperate for kindness and acceptance; Lottie demonstrates the worrying traits of her 

mother, Edna, which eventually leads to her metamorphosis into Lorraine, who has no 

redeeming features whatsoever. The only character to break the mould of her pigeonholed 

objectification is Destiny who develops a voice and starts to make choices for herself. The other 
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female characters all lose their ‘power’ and suffer the seemingly deserved penalties as a result 

of their poor life choices. 
 
 

Key points:  
 

• Objectify the characters and explore stereotypes in order to elicit the maximum 

emotional response from readers. Characters can still be complex in spite of this. 

 

The Formula applied 

I must admit that it didn’t take much for me to create the stereotypical and objectified 

characters that are the backbone of Destiny/’Destiny’. Attributing characteristics that are 

perceived ‘to be shared by all or most of his or her fellow group members’ was not hard (Brown, 

1995, p. 82). As you will see in the write-ups below, each character is comprised of the best 

and/or worst of their peer and social groups: from spineless absent father to grumpy old man; 

single-parent dole scrounger to mutton-dressed-as-lamb, they’re all there. How did I 

characterise and stereotype them? ‘In the usual socio-cultural ways’– through exposure to 

television, images, newspapers and shared social environments, such as educational institutes, 

pubs and perceptions and translations of the past (Brown, 1995, p. 83). 

 

Brown argues that stereotypes ‘derive, however tenuously, from some aspect of social reality’ 

(1995, p. 84). For example, Thatcher’s Britain of the 80s and 90s attacked working-class groups: 

‘single-parents who largely lived in poverty, were characterised as feckless, benefit-addicted and 

work-shy’ (Jones, 2012, p. 66). Remind you of anyone? Step forward, Lorraine and Dave. 

Perhaps they were part of the ‘new rabble’, ‘marked by growing crime, ‘dropout from work (s)’, 

‘child neglect and so on’ (ibid, p. 82). 

 

According to The Media Awareness Network (2010), stereotypes allow quick access to a basic 

system of codes, which the media use to define a particular group. The groups being 

stereotyped often have little or no say in how they are being represented (this representation 

usually being negative) and are formed with the help of a manipulative and ideology-based 

media. 

 

However, consensual stereotypes of women as caring homemakers do not fit with Edna’s 

character; she is a paradox, someone who has had a child (the father is absent), who 
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demonstrates a caring nature via attention to her birds, yet she is also complicit in Reg’s bird 

trapping and taxidermy business, quite the opposite of a caring person. She is also selfish and 

money orientated. 

 

Brown discusses stereotypes as functioning hypothetically, from which we undertake further 

research. For example, Les seems like a miserable and grumpy human being but there are 

reasons for this (loneliness and regret). The original hypothesis that Les is belligerent is 

undermined when we ‘research’, through reading the comic, what happened to him and the 

subsequent consequences and impact on his life. 

 

Characters 

The following character outlines were created as a guide for artist James Adams who designed 

the title page of the story: 

 

Destiny 
 

Fig. 2. Emma Watson 
 
 

Destiny is a 15-year-old loner, unpopular at school as she does not follow fashion, preferring to 

cover her skinny frame in black hoodies. Her school uniform is scruffy and second-hand, partly 

due to her mum being too selfish to buy her anything new. She is petite and keeps her brown 

hair short as she doesn't want anything about her appearance to stand out from the crowd. She 

is similar-looking to Emma Watson, the actress known for playing Hermione Granger in the 

Harry Potter films (Figure 2, (n.d.)). 
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Destiny lives with her mum, who she calls Lorraine, demonstrating a sense of detachment from 

her mother’s maternal role, and Lorraine’s boyfriend Dave. It is heavily implied that Dave wishes 

to ‘extend’ his relationship with Destiny (she calls him ‘the Perve’). 

 

Destiny is miserable and misses her dad, who moved to the Island (based on the Isle of Wight 

but unnamed) after he split with Lorraine when Destiny was six. Destiny adores her dog (Babs, a 

white female American Bulldog) and takes great comfort from their relationship. She isn’t very 

sociable as a result of her upbringing and resultant bullying at school. She keeps herself to 

herself, listening to music much of the time on her phone, which isolates her even further from 

the world at large. As well as being bullied at school for being ‘weird’ and different, she has 

been bullied all her life by Lorraine and Dave. She has never stood up for herself, instead 

withdrawing into herself. Destiny drowns on her way to the Island but is completely unaware of 

this until much later in the story. 

 

Les Driscoll 
 

Figure 3. The Crowman 
 
 

Les Driscoll came from The Old Farmhouse, a pub in Southampton. He drank Newcastle Brown 

Ale out of the bottle and was a miserable old git. Until he smiled. He had a soft spot for me. We 

used to talk about music and, when his long-lost son contacted him, it was me that he asked to 

drive him up to Grantham for the weekend so he could reconnect with the boy and his wider 

family at Colsterworth Social Club. Les wore his best black blouson leather jacket and his jeans 

that flapped about his ankles. On the evening of the reunion, he polished my black boots for me, 

the shiniest they’d ever been. 

 

We arrived in Colsterworth at eight in the morning. It was misty, cold and damp and I was 

bursting for the loo but Les wanted to go to the cemetery to see his mum and dad. There they 
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were, under the earth, a headstone marking the spot. I walked away while Les dabbed at his 

eyes and coughed. 

 

We shared a hotel room off the A1 and I insisted he had the double bed. He snored like a pig 

when he wasn’t on his inhaler. The years of fags hadn’t done his lungs any good. We were 

outside the Post Office when he turned to me and said, ‘You haven’t given me a kiss since we’ve 

been up here.’ I didn’t want to give Les a kiss. He had been a bit of a player in his younger days 

and I had a soft spot for him but not like that. Even his brother-in-law assumed we were 

‘together’, despite Les being in his early 60s, a good 25 years older than me. I had made sure to 

mention my husband at every opportunity. 

 

Les was happy after the visit and we made another trip a few months later to meet his daughter. 

It was less than a year later when the landlady of The Old Farmhouse, who used to do a bit of 

shopping for him, get the heavy stuff like cat food for Mickey and Jennifer, found him on the 

floor of his living room, his soiled trousers round his ankles and a hefty gash in his head. His 

heart had given up. He wouldn’t have known a thing. I didn’t go to the funeral but he was buried 

with his mother and father in the same cemetery in the mist and cold and damp. 

 

Les had never been a newsagent but I had worked in a small village newsagent with a Post 

Office attached. It was a cramped affair, and the room out the back with the broken toilet and 

the barred window held far more stock and dust and outdated paraphernalia than the local fire 

officer would have liked. But that’s where I tied up the papers to go back to the depot. And that 

is where Les Driscoll would do the same. It was his shop now, or rather, then. I gave fictional Les 

the surname Driscoll in order to echo the actor Bobby Driscoll, voice of Disney’s Peter Pan 

(1953). Much like his namesake, Les never regained his popularity, albeit among women rather 

than as an actor, and died a lonely death. 

 

Les, the prickly, cantankerous old git, the unapproachable man who knows everything, the man 

who is scared of women, who held the keys to all things, would become Destiny’s saviour. 

Les Driscoll runs the corner shop next to Destiny’s dad’s flat. The shop has been boarded up for 

around forty years until the night of Destiny’s arrival when she hears banging from the shop and 

goes to investigate. Les is tall, lanky and looks older than his sixty-one years. He resembles a 

vitriolic version of the late Jeffrey Bayldon’s portrayal of The Crowman in the children’s 
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television series Worzel Gummidge (1979-1981) (Fig. 3, (n.d.)). He smokes like a chimney and his 

gums are receding, his teeth stained. He has wispy white shoulder length hair, balding on top. 

He seems to be very angry and sarcastic, which we later learn is as a result of his wife walking 

out on him with their daughter due to his philandering ways. Les always wears a Hi Vis. jacket. 

 

Les is also dead, having hung himself after his wife left. He is now responsible for the souls of 

those who die in the waters around the Island, helping them to pass over once they have 

witnessed their drowned bodies and accepted their deaths. Les believes he cannot pass over to 

the next ‘life’, as he committed suicide and has never viewed his body, which Destiny and Babs 

discover hanging from tree roots in a cave. 

 

Les is lonely and wants Destiny to stay with him but knows that it is not his decision to make. He 

is an avid listener of the shipping forecast, which turns itself on when the weather is bad thus 

alerting Les to the likelihood of his services being required. The names of those who have 

drowned appear in a large ledger in the back of the shop. The ledger goes back many centuries. 

 

Lorraine 
 

Figure 4. Karen Taylor 
 
 

Lorraine has absolutely no redeeming features. This is deliberate. If Lorraine was in any way 

maternal, Destiny would not feel the need to make the choice that she does at the end; she 

would have something to go back for. Likewise, Dave is intentionally revolting, ensuring 

Destiny’s urgent need to remove herself from his presence. Nonetheless, in the flashback scene 

in the ticket office, she imagines a scenario where Dave and Lorraine have changed, redeemed 
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themselves. This scene reveals that Destiny does not want much from them, just some 

compassion but that will never happen. 

 

Lorraine is a selfish alcoholic and a heavy smoker, around thirty-eight-years-old and all she cares 

about is having, what she sees as, a good time. She is spiteful and deliberately makes Destiny’s 

life a misery. She looks like Karen Taylor, a fictional character played by Lorraine Stanley, from 

the British soap opera EastEnders (1985-present) (Figure 4, (n.d)). She lives with Dave (ten years 

younger than her) in a council house on the mainland. 

 

Lorraine sees herself as a cougar. It has been established that Dave is ten years younger than 

her and she sees this as a sign that she’s still ‘got it’. That Dave is simply using her is not enough 

to draw empathy towards her situation, mostly because Lorraine knows that Dave will never 

leave as he has it too easy. Their relationship is ultimately mutually co-dependent and toxic. 

Their utter selfishness and lack of respect for anybody other than themselves is outlined by their 

treatment of Destiny and supported by their attitude towards their neighbour, Mr. White. This 

helps to demonstrate that it is not Destiny that they have no regard for, it is everyone, especially 

those who they can victimise. 

 

Lorraine has two weaknesses: she is terrified of birds and is deeply fearful that Dave will leave 

her for a younger model. Consequently she bullies and belittles him in order to try and prevent 

this from happening. She is suspicious of Dave’s intentions towards Destiny and deals with this 

by bullying Destiny. 

 

Lorraine always wears leggings and flip flops, even when it’s snowing. 
 
 
 

Dave 
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Figure 5. Dave 
 
 

Dave is a pathetic leech, who lives with Lorraine in her council house where he doesn’t have to 

pay any rent, is fed for free and gets a regular bunk-up. He is similar in appearance to the 

cartoon character Dave from ‘The Fat Slags’ comic strip in Viz (1979-present) (Fig. 5, (n.d.)), with 

his ducktail hair style, eagle necklace and dated blouson leather jacket. He’s only twenty eight 

but is under the misguided impression that this faux-teddy boy casual look makes him look like a 

hunk. 

 

Dave is scarred down one side of his face, having been attacked by Tiddles when he was around 

five years old. As a result, he is scared of cats. He is lazy, never having worked in his life. Lorraine 

bullies him and, being weak and lazy, Dave does exactly what she tells him too. 

 

Dave has an eye for the ladies and bizarrely, considering how revolting he is, occasionally 

manages to cop off with a variety of females down the social club, which he sees as his kingdom. 

Dave has developed an unhealthy eye for Destiny and likes to pick her up from school so that 

they can go for a drive and he can try it on, although it is extremely unlikely that he gets 

anywhere. 

 

Lottie 
 

Figure 6. Trisha Yates 
 
 

Lottie is in fact Lorraine when she was younger. She looks a bit like Trisha Yates, played by 

Michelle Herbert, from the British children’s television programme Grange Hill (1978-2008) (Fig. 

6, (n.d.)). She is pretty and kind and loves her boyfriend Budgie. However, Lottie lives with her 

unpleasant mother Edna and some of Edna’s attitudes and behaviours are rubbing off on Lottie: 

she has realised that to gain Edna’s respect and attention she must be like her, which is a shame 
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because she ceases to be the Lottie that old softy Budgie fell for, instead becoming hard, selfish, 

rude and violent. 

 

Lottie could redeem herself and, initially, it seems that she does after Edna is severely injured 

and goes into a home towards the end of the story. However, she disappointingly reveals her 

true colours. Lottie ends up drowning on a ferry headed for France when she is 15, thus 

meaning that Destiny never existed. 

 

Budgie 
 

Figure 7. Tucker Jenkins 
 
 

Budgie’s name came first. He was named after the erstwhile rugby Union player, Anthony 

‘Budge’ Pountney, who was in the year above me at school. I never found out why he was called 

Budge but I thought it was a cool name. I knew that the character of Budgie was a traveller, but I 

couldn’t think of a reason to call him Budge until I extended it to Budgie: he liked birds, the 

feathered type, as well as Lottie. He had stayed behind when his traveller family left the Island, 

because he wanted to be with Lottie. Manipulative Edna uses this to her advantage and has him 

shacked up in Reg’s place, close enough to keep him interested in Lottie and for her to keep her 

eye on him. More strategically, though, Edna has roped Budgie into the illegal taxidermy 

business, which bank-rolls her and Reg’s nights at the club. 

 

Budgie is in a permanent moral dilemma: he must kill the birds he loves in order to keep his 

other love, who, it would seem, is not the person that he thinks she is. He is a genuine lad and 

really does love Lottie. It’s such a shame he drowns with Lottie. At least in this time line. 
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Budgie’s real name is Gary and he is Destiny’s father. He resembles Tucker Jenkins, played by 

Todd Carty, again from the British children’s television programme Grange Hill (1978-2008) (Fig. 

7, (n.d.)). Gary is absent throughout the story but Budgie plays a large role as the unwilling 

taxidermist, blackmailed by Edna and Reg. We know nothing about his parents, only that he 

lives in Reg’s flat in lieu of the work he does for him. 
 
 

Budgie is a kind lad, although a bit feeble, being bullied by both Lottie and Edna, as well as Reg, 

and does not stand up for himself. He is emotional and often cries as a result of capturing his 

beloved wild birds under duress. Budgie tries to warn Destiny off so that she doesn’t become 

involved in all the unpleasantness but she and Babs unwittingly become part of the sub- plot. 

 

Tommy 
 

Figure 8. Lofty Holloway 
 
 

Tommy is Budgie’s friend. Tommy likes Destiny…a lot…and so is absolutely heartbroken when 

she disappears: he never gets over it. 

 

Tommy is less emotionally involved with the birds than Budgie, although he doesn’t like the job. 

He is particularly interested in insects, hence why Budgie suggests that Destiny call round with 

the moth, plus he knows that Tommy likes Destiny. 

 

His role is to give Destiny hope that she can be loved, that she is attractive and that she doesn’t 

have to look or be like anyone else: he is a catalyst in helping Destiny, albeit slowly, to move 

further away from childlike helplessness, and realise that she can take responsibility for herself 

and her actions. 

 

Tommy looks like Tom Watt’s character Lofty Holloway from the British soap opera EastEnders 

(1985-present) (Fig. 8, (n.d.)). He often wears a Parka/army surplus gear and a long hand knitted 
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scarf, which Destiny will give to him back in 1977. He is kind-hearted and he and Destiny are 

well-suited, both shy with a good set of morals. 

 

When Destiny takes the ferry to the Island, she encounters Tommy. At this point, Tommy is in 

his late thirties and is astounded to see Destiny. Destiny does not recognise him as she has not 

yet met him, this only happening once she has drowned and time-slipped back to the late 

seventies where Tommy and his friends are in their teens. 

 
 

Edna 
 

 
Figure 9. Elsie Tanner 

 
Edna is a thoroughly unpleasant busy body, only concerned with making money and attention- 

seeking. She often wears inappropriately revealing clothes and is the epitome of ‘mutton 

dressed as lamb’, dressing intentionally to attract sexual attention and flirting with all the men 

down the Silver Hill Social Club. Initially Destiny quite likes her but realises, thanks to Les, that 

Edna is devious and selfish. There is never any mention of who Lottie’s father is. 

 

Edna is rather like Pat Phoenix’s character of Elsie Tanner from British soap opera Coronation 

Street (1960-present) (Fig. 9, (n.d.)), Elsie being a ‘siren, a woman who attracted the attention of 

an endless supply of men’ (Little, 2000, p. 309). Edna was once a looker, could have her pick of 

men and she did. She gained a bad reputation which has stuck with her. In that respect, she’s 

not that different to Les although she is malicious, deliberately lying to Les’ wife when Les 

turned down Edna’s advances: the reader’s sympathy lies with Les because he is genuinely 

remorseful. Edna, on the other hand, doesn’t give tuppence about her actions: she is shallow 

and only cares about herself and her birds. 
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Edna has absolutely no morals and gets her comeuppance in the end when she is caught in a gas 

explosion deliberately caused by Tommy. 

 

She only stays with Reg for the money he provides as a result of her role in the taxidermy 

business. Edna’s underhand ways inevitably rub off on Lottie who begins to exhibit the same 

controlling nature that Edna possesses. Ultimately, Lottie becomes the adult Lorraine who, like 

mother like daughter, becomes insecure, manipulative and a bully. 

 
 

Reg 
 

 
Figure 10. Ron Jeremy 

 
 
 

Reg thinks of himself as a businessman, and perhaps he is, an overweight sweaty one on the 

verge of a heart attack. In reality, he blackmails Budgie and Tommy into trapping birds, gassing 

them from the pipe on the stove and stuffing them. Reg then sells the dead birds in London. 

 

He is completely motivated by money and status and sees himself as the lord of the Social Club. 
 
 

It is heavily implied that he and Edna are in a relationship, albeit in a very ‘Carry On’ film type of 

way (1958–1978, 1992): it’s all about bums and thighs and boobs for Reg. He and Edna are like 

Dave and Lorraine in their toxicity, although they seem to rub along very well together. 

 

Reg is overweight, sweaty and has no morals, seeing the wild birds as no more than ‘stock’. Reg 

is blown to smithereens after Tommy deliberately causes a gas leak which is ignited by Reg’s 
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cigarette. He resembles American porn star Ron Jeremy in appearance (Fig. 10, (n.d.)) and has 

no redeeming features whatsoever. 

 

Tiddles 

We went to France. There was no internet and no TV and I had no idea what where the story 

was going next. I knew that there had to be a cat because Dave is scared of them. He has scars 

down his face to prove it. But how did that happen? I knew that the cat belonged to Edna 

because Babs had chased it down the alley and that’s when Destiny and Babs meet the Edna. 

What was the cat’s name? Something traditional, in line with Edna’s birds, Joey and Terrence. 

How about Tiddles? An ironically affectionate name from a thoroughly unpleasant woman. 

 

Tiddles is vicious. How could I show this? A baby. What baby? Why would Edna have a baby? 

She’s babysitting. Janice’s kid, who isn’t a baby but a weedy child. Dave. Baby Davey. Edna is 

keeping Davey outside the house to get some fresh air. Anything could happen to him. Poor 

Tiddles. He’s just misunderstood. He’s a cat, of course he’s going to chase birds. Then he gets 

thrown out of the house so he’s going to try and break his fall. On a pram. When Davey cries, 

Tiddles sees him as a threat and lashes out. Poor Tiddles. 

 

Writing Tiddles was a challenge. I wanted the scene to be as unpleasant as possible without 

anyone or anything being permanently injured (except for Davey’s scars). The entire story could 

be renamed Not Now, Tiddles in reference to David McKee’s Not Now, Bernard (1980), a story 

where young Bernard’s parents are too busy to notice that he has turned into a monster. Like 

Bernard, Tiddles simply wants some attention. 

 
 
 

The Settings 

Dibell explains that settings are not just backdrops, not just the scenery at the back of a 

pantomime stage (1988, p. 24). They can become extra characters, demonstrating or 

juxtaposing with the other characters, through the reinforcement of mood or action to 

compliment or contrast the plot and that is why I have included setting here in this list. 

 
 

My choice of settings served a dual purpose: they needed to signify a ‘before’ and an ‘after’, 

with the transition between the two serving as a catalyst. Ever since my trip to Holland when 
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Patsy had been in the car for the night ferry crossing, rather than in the horribly cramped and 

vet-smelling kennels, I had developed an anxiety about drowning while trapped in a boat. 

During this journey across the North Sea, my mind deliberately and spitefully manifested 

memories of The Herald of Free Enterprise ferry disaster in 1987. 

The setting needed to be isolated, holding up a mirror to Destiny’s life, away from everything 

and everyone that she is familiar with. This way, she would have no trustworthy adults to bail 

her out when things become tough, forcing her to think for herself and consequently removing 

herself from childhood by means of necessity. Her mother and her mother’s boyfriend do make 

an appearance but the lack of maternal instincts in Lorraine and the overt inappropriate 

comments and behaviour from Dave suggest that Destiny will be better off without their input 

into her life. 

 

The glimpses of her father, Gary, in flashback, are intended to reveal a man who can no longer 

tolerate Lorraine. Through the time slip into the world of the 1970s, the reader is shown that 

Lottie is a product of her loose-moralled mother and the swing between the polarised 

benevolent and malevolent sides of Lorraine’s personality, just at a time when the latter begins 

to dominate the former. 

 
 

Gary’s move to the Island to live with his mother is a means to escape from Lorraine but, as a 

result, it seems that he reneges on his role as ‘dad’. He neglects his daughter’s emotional needs 

and replaces his presence with monetary gifts on her birthday or at Christmas to assuage his 

guilt, which Lorraine predictably commandeers for alcohol. Placing Gary on the Island creates a 

reason for Destiny to leave the family home – Lorraine doesn’t want her daughter to cramp her 

style and get in the way of her and Dave ‘having fun’ so she is sent away. Destiny has no friends 

to stay with and her inability to stand up for herself through fear of consequences results in her 

obeying Lorraine’s demands, despite the fact she hasn’t seen her father for seven years and is 

unsure of the status of their relationship. By doing as she’s told, she physically isolates herself 

from anything familiar, receiving no form of welcome from the damp, foggy and uncannily 

familiar Island setting. 

 

The ferry Destiny and Babs take leaves from Southampton’s Town Quay across the fictitious 

Maudlin Sands and would usually arrive in the town of Cowes. However, they don’t make it this 

far, as the ferry runs into a wind turbine, ironically built by Destiny’s father Gary, and sinks. I 
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used the Isle of Wight as a template because I wanted to create a fictional model town that is 

reliant on tourism, a town that is polarised by the presence of affluent yacht owners in the 

summer, characterised and carnivalised within its own liminal space by the Round the Island 

Boat Race. Once the Race is over, the Island is abandoned by wealthy visitors until the following 

year, leaving the months in-between fallow with very little outside of the service industry which 

supports the inhabitants, at least in the time period that Destiny/’Destiny’ is set. 

 

Destiny is isolated, even when she is surrounded by people at school. She is an emotional island. 

To exploit this isolation even further, she is moved to a physical island. Why would she go there? 

To be with her dad. Of course, he cannot be there, there can be no parental figure to ‘save’ her. 

Why would he move to an island? He’s a boat builder and when his contract finishes, he builds 

wind turbines for another company but still on the Island, as the locals refer to it. I don’t like the 

Isle of Wight. It’s backwards, boring, at least to an 8-year-old, as I would have been the last time 

I visited: touristy in the summer, ostentatious strangers swanning around for the boat shows, 

thus the juxtaposition of ‘astronomically-priced restaurants’ (Wild, 2018, p. 22) alongside ‘the 

smell of frying chips’ (ibid), either from the restaurants or chip shops, would be entirely 

plausible. Destiny does not like this aspect of the Island, the summer shallow show-offs that 

congregate there, and it is significant that the plot takes place during the winter in order to avoid 

the crowds. 

 

A dichotomy exists between Destiny’s mental and physical isolation in society and her craving 

for peace and quiet and thus each of the settings in the story are created to represent one facet 

of this division. For example, Destiny loves the cave because it offers her the peace that she 

craves - ‘Silence. Strangely, I craved it now’ (ibid, p. 12) - and solace from the interfering and so- 

called figures of authority in her life - ‘it would have been a lovely place to come and sit in the 

rain, no one to nag you. They would never find you,’ (ibid, p. 57). Although the adult figures in 

the story are stereotypical, extreme and parodic versions of adults at their worst, Destiny’s 

situation is not much different to that of other teenagers: they want some space. 

 

Shifting and unstable temporalities, as well as shifting and unstable states of being, in terms of 

life and death, as well as childhood and adulthood, are represented by both the cliff in its 

crumbling state and the abandoned path. These settings function by acting as portals to new 
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knowledge for Destiny as she is presented with truths about both Les and the deconstruction in 

synthesis of the ‘life’ she is experiencing. 
 
 

The view to the sea, and the walk where Destiny and Babs discover Budgie with the Kestrel, is 

inspired by the view from Corhampton to Warnford, where the river Meon cuts through the 

valley and kestrels really do float in the lower breezes. The walk around the field behind 

Droxford junior school is where they encounter Budgie. There is deliberate juxtaposition 

between the ‘natural’ and tendency towards sublimity in the description of the field where 

Destiny and her father used to walk, and the landscape surrounding the cliff. The former allows 

for the representation of a constant, of an unchanging and reliable state of affairs. The vastness 

of the scene and the presentation of a continuous cycle of life outside of Destiny’s problems is a 

deliberate attempt to demonstrate the insignificance of human affairs, of the limits of human 

knowledge and the futility in the grand scheme of the universe, with the sublimity of the 

scenery being used as an ever-present background for this to be contrasted against. 

 

The dereliction of areas intended for social use which appear in the story, specifically Les’ 

deserted shop, the sense of emptiness and decay in Eric’s flat and the disused path which leads 

to Les’ decades-old corpse, affords a sense of the eerie and foreshadowing, signified in the latter 

by the use of the signs reading ‘Danger’ and ‘No Entry’. Fisher explains that ‘the sensation of the 

eerie occurs when (…) there is nothing present when there should be something’ (2016, p. 61) 

and it is this introduction of unexpected change and absence that hints at the setting being awry 

and foreshadows the bizarre events to come. 

 

Both Edna and Reg’s flats are based on a council maisonette in Bognor Regis where my Uncle’s 

parents lived. They had plastic flowers around the entrance, painted shells and gnomes, and 

they kept budgies. Was this the norm? It was my norm so that would be the norm for Edna: 

 

gaudy (with) decorations; brightly painted plaster birds, shell decorations, wind 
chimes, little flags like you get in the children’s graveyard up at the hospital, little 
shrines to those whose plaques and gravestones told of them being ‘born asleep’ 
or other soothing lies’ (Wild, 2018, p. 50) . 

 

Edna’s attention to appearance, in terms of the tinsel, birds and windmills that she uses to 

decorate the outside of her flat, is in deliberate contrast to the rotting wood of the balcony. The 
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‘death’ of the town after the summer months would lead to economic consequences for the 

residents. Edna in particular is likely to rely on the kindness of Reg, addressed through her 

overtly sexual behaviour towards him and the favours he does for her in return: ‘She wriggled 

and squirmed like a ticklish child as the fat old pervert reached round her sizeable waist and 

squeezed her chest “Ooh, Reg, you are awful, aren’t you, sweet?”’ (ibid, p. 42). 

 

She simply would not be able to afford to address the deterioration of her balcony, although 

cheap distractions like tinsel would be accessible to her pocket, the tacky decorations, coupled 

with the desire to be feel attractive, directly reflecting Edna’s own personality and appearance. 

 

Reg’s flat is an uncanny version of this bright and cheery prefab, the same but with a touch of 

grime, gas and death about it. It is a double of Edna’s flat, the two of them being very different 

versions of the same building, much like the flats in ‘The Sentinels’. This works the same for 

Destiny’s dad’s flat: white-washed and homely when she arrives but, after the time slip occurs, it 

becomes a filthy single-man’s lair, based on the real Les’ flat and that of an alcoholic friend, the 

description being revoltingly accurate. 

 

Les Driscoll’s shop is a dingy, dirty, old-fashioned gaff, tatty and brittle with age: 
 
 

The shop windows were filthy, the peeling blue paint bleached by decades of 
summer sun, the exposed wood beneath it soft and rotten. Ancient toys, packets 
brittle and yellow sat under a layer of thick beige dust. Bags of dog treats had 
puked their shrivelled contents all over a faded pink alarm clock with bent hands. 
A broken snow globe sat amongst its own smashed glitter and glass like a kid in a 
puddle of crystallised wee. Twisting fly papers hung heavy from somewhere up 
in the ceiling (ibid, p. 25). 

 

This representation is the mirror image of Les, in the form of bricks and mortar. It also 

juxtaposes with Les’ job, that of tyler of souls: such an important, other-worldly job given to a 

seemingly normal bloke who undertakes his business in a poky old shop. This adds to the sense 

of surprise when Destiny finally discovers what is going on, what Les does and why she and Babs 

are there. Again, juxtaposition is at work when Babs discovers the cave; finally, the sun comes 

out, both physically and metaphorically, light is cast, there are seagulls swirling, enjoying the 

wind and the light and the cave itself has a sense of peace and pleasant solitude about it, which 

Destiny recognises. Just the kind of place where you won’t be disturbed, no prying eyes. Just the 
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kind of place to hang yourself, swinging back and forth while you slowly desiccate over the 

years. The cave serves two different purposes for the same reasons: comfort and isolation in 

life and in death. 

 

Artwork 
 
 
 
 

An example of Shirley Bellwood's atmospheric cover art for Misty (1979) 
 
 

The original artwork for Misty was based on creator Pat Mills’ desire for big visuals, as per 2000AD, 

which Misty was deliberately designed to emulate, only with a female target audience. In his blog 

post responses, Mills explains that, following an attempt at introducing a new style of artwork 

which ‘brilliantly depicted modern, cool British teenagers…’, ‘the readers far preferred the 



256  

traditional heroine with big hair and doe eyes because it was dreamy, escapist and romantic’ 

(2014). The traditional and ethereal quality to Misty’s artwork at the time of publication, it seems, 

was part of the draw, a romanticised view of the world with a dream-like quality. It is this style 

that would ideally be used for ‘Destiny’, a nod to the artwork in some of the Misty stories, which 

would allow connections to be made in terms of the original period of publication and the time- 

slip contained within the text. Contemporary depictions of character and setting would 

necessarily be used in order to represent the pre-time-slip world. The arguably romantic style 

would remain, allowing for a carnivalesque quality as a result of the artistic departure from 

established social rules and conventions alongside its depictions of the imagination and focus on 

nature. 

 

Sourcing an artist initially proved problematic: calls for interest were made via a local art 

college, the University of Winchester website, as well as what was hoped would be a fruitful 

source, the ‘Bring Back Misty’ Facebook page. Expressions of interest were received, however 

the samples of artwork not only lacked the required romantic qualities but were also not viable 

financially. As a result, the idea of illustrating the entire story was dropped but the allure of 

seeing even part of ‘Destiny’ in a visual format eventually led to the employment of artist James 

Adams. Initially approached via a mutual friend, Adams was recommended as he had previously 

illustrated children’s fiction. It was explained that a one-off sample of work would be sufficient, 

as the study is a written project, although funding would be found if Adams was willing to 

provide more than one illustration. Alas, there was to be only one sample of work but as a result 

of sourcing a copy of the 2016 Misty re-print in order to study the style, themes and dream-like 

impression of some of the illustrations, Adams enthusiastically reimagined the synopsis and 

chapter breakdowns of ‘Destiny’, as well as the character summaries. He produced an 

interpretation which has the qualities sympathetic to those of Shirley Bellwood, whose work can 

be found in Misty. Although developed through Photoshop, rather than being illustrated, the 

colour palette, use of light and shade, as well as the fear displayed on Destiny’s face all adhere 

to the romantic, dream-like quality of the illustration’s story. The inclusion of Les in the 

background requires the reader to examine the artwork to uncover the detail, and the 

unexpected inclusion of a hanging man is used to pique the reader’s interest thus encouraging 

them to read on. 
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The format of Misty is pertinent to the creative piece as, although ‘Destiny’ does not yet exist as 

a comic beyond a script, a sample front cover of how it might look has been included. Artist 

James Adams created the cover of the comic, allowing the efficacy of the creative piece as a 

potential uncanny story in a comic to be examined. 

 

Adams used chapter summaries and character breakdowns to create the artwork for the front 

cover. This allowed for a degree of freedom and interpretation on his part, while remaining 

within the visual and textual parameters proposed. 

 
 
 

Question 4 

I guess what I'd like to know is what happens between the initial inspiration and the publication 

of the comic. 

Summary 

In response to these questions, Mills lists a step-by-step outline of the process: 

1. Idea. Synopsis. Outline. 

2. Script episode one. 

3. Write all episodes or 

4. Wait to see character sketches or the first episode drawn. 

5. Edit the story against the art. 

6. Editor makes changes if something isn’t clear or needs censoring. 

7. Lettering. 

8. Printer. 

9. Newsstand. 
 
 

By amalgamating the list suggested by Mills in part four of the Formula and the details 

picked out from parts one, two and three, the following list represents a working version of 

The Formula: 

 

1. IDEA: 

Choose a subject and genre with appeal. 

Create protagonist/characters on a personal level. 

Include the protagonist’s name in the title. 
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Base the protagonist’s look on someone famous. 

2. SYNOPSIS: 

Write a synopsis of around one page in length. 

3. OUTLINE: 

Write an outline of each episode of around one page in length, sparing too much 

detail but including the beginning and end and driving force behind each 

episode. 

Ensure the protagonist has a strong role in each episode and write with 

ascending drama. 

4. ARTWORK: 

Study the artist’s previous work. 

Communicate with artist regarding any mutual strengths and weaknesses. 

Discuss the IDEA with the artist and decide on the number of frames and layout. 

5. SCRIPT EPISODE ONE. 

Include ascending drama in each episode. 

6. WRITE ALL EPISODES OR WAIT TO SEE CHARACTER SKETCHES OR THE FIRST EPISODE 

DRAWN. 
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Conclusion 

Children are often wrapped up in cotton wool…risk and fear are something we 
need in childhood. We know that people who take risks, in the long term, do 
better than those who don’t…And how can you feel safe and secure until you 
know what it’s like to be afraid? (Kenny, 2016). 

 
Taking Kenny’s statement into account, my aim with this study has been to uncover not just 

aesthetic, subjective or nostalgic justifications for a return to frightening fiction for girls in the 

form of a comic, but also to identify and apply academic concepts in a selection of stories from 

Misty. Through this process, I have been able to identify the presence of three specific concepts 

that exist in the stories studied, namely the carnivalesque, liminality and the uncanny, and 

subsequently apply them to a new novella and a comic script distilled from the novella, in the 

form of a Bildungsroman, as previously discussed, with the aim of creating the same unsettling 

effect as the stories in the original Misty. 

 

Having conducted a dialogue with Pat Mills, Misty’s consultant editor and contributing writer, in 

the form of questions regarding ‘the inner workings of the creative process’ (Mills, 2014), a 

method for the production of a comic of this type was created by Mills, in the form of blog 

posts, which he named the Formula. Through identifying the key points contained in the 

Formula, I have produced the novella, Destiny, drawing on my own knowledge of the creative 

writing process. The novella has been subsequently distilled and rewritten into a comic script 

based, again, on the Formula, in order to replicate the success of creating a Misty-like story. 

 

Originally conceived as a female version of 2000AD (1977 – present) Misty, on closer analysis, 

utilised, albeit apparently unknowingly, the Freudian concept of the uncanny while addressing 

an audience in the throes of adolescence, a rite of passage and therefore a liminal stage of their 

life, as Turner would describe it. The physical and psychological metamorphosis experienced 

during adolescence is mirrored in the themes contained in Misty, predominantly separation 

from the rules of everyday life, thus also utilising elements of Bakhtin’s concept of the 

carnivalesque to achieve the horrifying effects and emotions that readers remember 

experiencing in the original publication run. Traditionally, the carnival is a moment for the 

working classes and others to both riot and rule or, in the case of Misty, for the 

marginalised/other to assert their authority (Wisker, 2005, p. 161). The uncanny, liminality and 

the carnivalesque, in this case, are inextricably linked. Wisker explains that the carnivalesque is 
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a time ‘when laws are overturned, hierarchies and rules turned topsy-turvy and riot is the order 

of the day’ and it is through this exploration of ‘our complacencies’, that a new reality can be 

achieved, where the uncanny is resolved, and liminal spaces are closed (ibid). 

 

Using a process of textual intervention, Misty successfully adapted storylines from horror films 

popular around the time of publication and reimagined them in a comic format for a younger 

audience. Similarly, Destiny/’Destiny’ has used a textual intervention technique and maintains a 

strong connection with the television series Life on Mars. The subsequent analysis of both Life 

on Mars and Destiny/’Destiny’ has revealed certain similarities and academic reasoning behind 

the structural elements of the texts. For example, in both Life on Mars and Destiny/’Destiny’, 

Halbwachs’ idea of a collective consciousness as a form of bricolage, consisting of individual 

thoughts, memories, feelings and experiences, allows for the 

 
‘crossing of boundaries between memory and imagination, [and] means that it is 
not just the individual past that acquires renewed possibility but a socially 
shared collective past that is made fluid and imbued with alternative 
potentiality’ (Frosh, 2011, p. 130). 

 

In this case, collective memory and therefore collective consciousness is shaped by reference to 

the memories and experiences of other members of the collective. Much like the textual 

interventions identified in Misty, which offered a new angle on a pre-existing text, this reference 

to fragments of pre-existing memories and experiences is created through the use of subjective 

bricolage which allows the creation of a shared experience viewed through a kaleidoscopic lens. 

 

Research within this study also suggests that frightening fiction is a useful tool in assisting the 

transition between childhood and adulthood. As Carrol states, ‘with the onset of a monster in a 

horror fiction, a cultural space is opened in which the values and the concepts of the culture can 

be inverted, reversed and turned inside out’ (1990, p. 201). This might apply directly to the 

‘monsters’ that appear in the three Misty stories, in the form of figures of authority that have 

been analysed here. As Carrol goes on to say, this appearance of cultural monsters generates 

the ‘opportunity for thoughts and desires outside the culture’s notions of acceptability to take 

shape’ (ibid) leading to a reconstitution of the ‘norm’ at the close of the narrative e.g. the loss of 

telekinesis in ‘Moonchild’, the irreversible closure of the portal to an impossible world in ‘The 

Sentinels’ and the forceful towing of the behavioural line in ‘The Treatment’. This occurs at the 

removal of the ‘ontologically offensive monster… [where] its ghastly deeds [are] punished’ 
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(ibid), be that the removal of Nazis, bullies or a badly behaved teenager as a result of the 

‘supposedly wayward, maybe brooding,, thoughts and desires – from the perspective of the 

dominant cultural viewpoint – [having] been figuratively lanced’ (ibid). 

 

It can be claimed that while containing such obvious stories of a frightening nature, Misty also 

reflected the more grass-roots social fears of its era, such as problems with inappropriate 

housing (‘The Sentinels’, 1978), corporal punishment (‘The Treatment’, 1978) and issues of 

bullying and otherness (‘Moonchild’, 1978). Analysis of more contemporary cultural fears 

reveals that very little has changed: fears over appropriate housing, unpopular government 

policies, as well as the concept of outsiders as ‘others’, all remain apposite. Outsiders may be 

recognised as being different in terms of a specific subcultural style, as discussed via reflections 

on the work of Dick Hebdige, but it could also be argued that more contemporary issues of 

being ‘other’ no longer lie in fashion and lifestyle choices. Instead, difference may now be 

identified in the outward appearance and lifestyle of those who have immigrated to the United 

Kingdom or anyone who lives outside of the UK in an impending post-Brexit society. However, 

none of these themes are a prerequisite to constructing a successful story and may simply exist 

as a reflection of the writers’ experiences and political views, as opposed to those of the 

readers. 

 

Alternatively, it may be that the United Kingdom becomes the Other to the rest of the European 

Union, the outsider who is not in their ‘club’, the uncanny country that appears to be the same 

as the rest of Europe, but is separate and therefore not the same at all. For a writer, this opens 

up a potential unknown but yet knowable variable in the same way that, for example, scandi- 

noire has for the UK in recent years but that's a debate for another time. 

 

Mills believed that a reprint of the best of the comic, if only for nostalgia purposes, could ‘pave 

the way for a cautious revival’ (Freeman, 2004, p.4), and this happened in 2016, with two 

further ‘best ofs’ in 2017 and 2018. However, as David Barnett explains, ‘it feels like the biggest 

market is still those who grew up with the comics in the 70s and 80s, and who stuck with them 

through to adulthood’ (2016). Barnett’s theory was supported when the website, 

Mistycomic.co.uk, created a Halloween Special in 2006: 



262  

It was surprising to find out how many people missed the publication and felt 
that it was axed way ahead of its time and therefore wanted to help bring it to a 
new generation and in some cases influence a new audience as it had them 
(Anonymous, 2007). 

 

However, the influence of the reprints on a new generation are questionable and consequently 

it seems that an opportunity was missed: the books are presented in a soft-bound copy and 

resemble the format of a graphic novel rather than a comic; they contain only two stories but, 

despite the novelty for fans of seeing them printed in their entirety, they offer nothing new, 

simply the reproduction of two of the more popular and nostalgically-remembered serials in a 

glossier format than the original cheap paper. The forward by Mills explains how and why the 

original comic developed and the possibility of reprinting more of the stories, but there is 

nothing for a contemporary audience to connect with: the artwork depicts era-specific fashions 

and cultural references which would be lost on today’s 8-14 year-olds, begging the question 

‘who are these reprints are for? I’m not sure if my 11-year-old daughter would be impressed, 

and the references to Uri Geller, Charlie’s Angels and the Bionic Woman liberally sprinkled 

about ‘Moonchild’ would go straight over her head’ (ibid). Therefore the pleas to bring back 

Misty appear to be pedestrian and nostalgia-based with no attempt to gain a more 

contemporary audience and this, according to Melrose, is not a sufficient reason for 

republishing: 

 

The child does not need my musty old memories because in any case they will 
not recognise them as representing what they already know (the time-lag has 
been too late), and neither will they see them as being culturally relevant for the 
here and now… (2012, p. 46). 

 
 

That is not to say that the stories have no merit in a contemporary world. In fact, Raynor 

believes that the stories found in Misty are a potentially fruitful resource of textual intervention: 

‘The film The Three Faces of Eve won an Oscar, so why not try a film of Misty’s The Four Faces of 

Eve, in which Eve discovers she’s been constructed from the broken corpses of three dead girls?’ 

(2012). 

 

The format of the stories in Misty for the most part is that of the comic strip, or as McCloud calls 

it ‘juxtaposed pictorial and other images in deliberate sequence’ (1993, p. 9). On discussing the 

space between comic panels, known as ‘the gutter’, McCloud explains, ‘Here in the limbo of the 
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gutter, human imagination takes two separate images and transforms them into a single idea’ 

(1993, p. 66). It is the reader who fills in the gap, who participates in what happens between the 

two panels. Reader involvement is necessary for filling in this No Man’s Land. This space 

between frames can be seen as liminal and gives the Misty stories liminality not only between 

start and finish but also frame to frame. Arguably, it is not what is shown but what is NOT shown 

that creates the links in the fiction, the part that we fill in and exists only in our imaginations. 

 

An example of opposition to the return to the themes of comics from the past is in an interview 

with the Guardian’s Johnny Davis where author Paul Gravett doubts whether comics such as 

Misty would work nowadays: ‘It wouldn’t work… (The comic…)…Battle worked because it 

appealed to eight-year-olds whose relatives fought in two world wars…”’(2014). But, arguably, 

what Gravett fails to acknowledge is that the world continues to change: social and political 

events that shape our lives happen all the time. The stories in these comics can be updated and 

made relevant to a contemporary audience. After all, as Thomas explains: 

 

We’ve all enjoyed and endured the teen years. We know the angst, the fear, and 
the self-consciousness. Most of us have felt completely out of place at one time 
of another; dreamed of the life ahead, feared the things we couldn’t control. 
Sure enough, similar things happen to adults, but for young readers, these are 
daily struggles amplified by surging emotions and made all the more difficult 
because teens lack enough personal history to properly process what is 
happening to them (2007, p. 185). 

 

These themes that Thomas mentions - fears of failure, loneliness, anxiety and the realisation 

that adults do not always know best, a consensus supported by Bowie’s earlier quoted lyrics, 

are, according to Jarvis, particularly pertinent, although not inevitably applicable, to girls, ‘the 

main consumers of this (horror) genre’ (2001, p. 258). Jarvis acknowledges that through the 

medium of horror, if these fears are experienced, they can be explored through their vicarious 

application to ‘monstrous dangers encountered in the stories’ (ibid), allowing them to examine 

confusing emotional issues which can help the transition into ‘life-defining decisions by 

examining who they are and taking actions that set the stage for the adults that they will 

become’ (Thomas, 2007, p. 184). 
 
 

Having had no previous experience of comic script writing, Mills’ advice has guided me in 

producing a work-in-progress. There are still issues to address. For example, feedback from the 
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target age range in the form of a poll will help to identify whether the subject matter is 

identifiable to the intended audience, as well as whether the story holds their attention and 

successfully keeps them hooked until the last page. As Mills explains, ‘I also often edit the story 

against the art’ (2014), suggesting that the creation of the artwork and the narrative is a two- 

way process, with one informing the other. 

 

Therefore, in terms of ‘Destiny’, further (post-doctoral) liaison with artist James Adams will help 

to refine the content of the comic panels, existing as they do in ‘first draft’ format, giving them 

as much visual impact as possible while staying true to the story, as well as guiding the direction 

of the narrative. This will be part of the ongoing research, since this first part is the writing of 

the script. Nevertheless, the process of establishing ‘Les Driscoll’s World’ and some of those 

who inhabit it has led to the consideration of how further exploration of backstory might add to 

the world and its mode of functioning. Life on Mars was followed by Ashes to Ashes (2008- 

2010), which was set in the 1980s and ran for three series. Similarly it is entirely feasible that the 

comic script of ‘Destiny’, presented in this study, could act as a form of pilot for a new version of 

Misty: the existence of the ledger and Les’ role as a gatekeeper suggests that there have been 

past entries in the book and, therefore, there will likely be future entries. An exploration of 

these entries and the backstory of their characters would allow further scripts to be created. 

The possibility of Les viewing his own body, which remains swinging from the roof of the cave, is 

a consideration and would perhaps release him from his limbo. This would once again leave 

Destiny all alone, causing progressive complications over a wider series arc. Arguably, the 

characters created deserve a future in further episodes in order to give them a life, which they 

cannot have outside of the comic script. But this too will become part of ongoing research. 

 

Existence means that the liminal space between life and death has been entered 
into but it has not been crossed: ‘…they [children] are made to stare at the 
possibility of their non-being, at death itself, but then they discover that they are 
still alive, outside the tale’ (Warner, 1998, p.6). 

 

If, as the research conducted in this study seems to suggest, Warner’s observation is a positive 

process, healthy and helpful to normal development, then the void left by the absence of girls’ 

comics here could be addressed by acknowledging the importance of the theories mentioned. 

This may be achieved by examining how, through cohesion, they create an easily accessible text 

and a format which is visually exciting, mentally stimulating and psychologically effective and 
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which aims to assist in the transition between childhood and adulthood.  As a result, 

adolescents can vicariously experience challenging subjects, safe in the knowledge that they can 

close the comic and continue with their daily routines, but with a newly-acquired ontological 

perspective. This occurs, as Melrose suggests, ‘at the meeting place, in the space in-between’ 

(2012, p. 12), enabling the reader to bring what they know to that which they know not and ‘to 

absorb the vicarious experience for future reference’ (Melrose, 2012, p. 43). After all, crossing 

the transitional No Man’s Land might mean a farewell to childhood, as Bowie’s Happy Land 

closes its doors to all non-children, but beyond it is an entirely new, previously unencountered 

liminal space to explore. 
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Appendix 1 
 

Blog Post One 
 

http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-1---Inspiration/8943123 
 

THE FORMULA Part 1 - Inspiration 

By Pat Mills, Oct 20 2014 12:00PM 

I recently received some questions from Catherine, a PhD candidate studying scary kids’ stories 

(cool, huh?), who is producing a sample Misty-inspired comic as her final project. She wanted 

to know how comics are produced and this prompted me to explain some of the inner 

workings of the creative process. I call it the Formula. 
 

Misty: Terrifying young readers from 1978 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

INSPIRATION 

 
What I'd like to know is this: once you had been inspired by (for example) Carrie to write 

Moonchild for Misty what was the process? 

 
Going back to the inspiration, the choice of material is definitely part of the Formula. I'll 

http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-1---Inspiration/8943123
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The process begins by picking a subject and a genre where there is strong evidence 

it will appeal to the reader. So one good way is to select a popular book or film like 

Carrie and come up with something in the same vein. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Moonchild: Misty's No.1 story 
 
 

The weird mother was based on someone I knew and the school bully was a classic 

bully, the type we all know. So these elements gave me the confidence to make 

the story happen. 

 
It then followed the rule of ascending drama, the situation becoming increasingly 

scary. 

 
The main character also needs motivation. The heroine was driven by the need for 

a friend. In girls comics that's a classic motivation. Not so in boys comics. Loners 

are cool and often preferred. 

 
The title itself is important. Normally, it should have the protagonist’s name in it. 

There are exceptions where it's legitimate to break this rule. For example my story 

Flesh in 2000AD. 
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But generally it's an important part of the Formula. If you look at most famous comic book 

stories they normally have the hero's name in the title, except where the city is the 

character (Sin City) or where the theme is most important (carnivores in Flesh). This is a 

rule that creators ignore at their peril. 

 

On the subject of art, sometimes the artist is seen by readers as more important than the 

writer. Other times the writer is seen as the star and the artist as secondary. Sometimes 

the writer or the artist see themselves that way. Both views are inaccurate. It should be a 

50/50 relationship. Both story and art, scriptwriter and artist should have equal talent 

and status. When this doesn't happen, the final product will suffer. 

 
The writer/artist relationship is a complex one which I can enlarge upon another time if 

readers are interested. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Rosemary: Just wanted a friend 
 
 
 

I also wrote with an artist in mind. I knew it was going to be John Armstrong, the number 

one girls’ comic artist. So this gave the story an edge. John is a master of facial expression. 

The wrong artist and your story is not going to fly. Thus I remember the artwork on Hush 

Hush Sweet Rachel – by Fito, I think – was not so hot and consequently the story was only 

fairly popular. Had it been drawn by John I'm sure it would have been a smash hit. 

 
A final consideration on the visuals. Base the main character on someone famous. So I 

based Moonchild on Mia Farrow and this adds to the power of the art. Don’t leave this 

responsibility to the artist alone. 

http://www.millsverse.com/communities/9/004/012/710/609/images/4615281909.png
http://www.millsverse.com/communities/9/004/012/710/609/images/4615281909.png
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http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-2---Submissions- 

Format/8943912 

THE FORMULA Part 2 - Submissions & Format 

By Pat Mills, Oct 21 2014 04:36PM 

I recently received some questions from Catherine, a PhD candidate studying scary kids’ 

stories (cool, huh?), who is producing a sample Misty-inspired comic as her final project. 

She wanted to know how comics are produced and this prompted me to explain some of 

the inner workings of the creative process. I call it the Formula. You can read Part 1 - 

Inspiration, here. 

Catherine kindly sent me this photo of her with her class, taken while they were looking at 

my blog. She's the one in the stripy jumper. 

Blog Post Two 
 
 

SUBMISSIONS 

Did you write Moonchild as a story then rewrite as a comic? 

Today every comic story would be written as a synopsis and followed up with an episode 

by episode breakdown. Back then it was common to just give the editor a quick summary 

and then work the story out as you go along. 

This has certain advantages; it allows for spontaneity and to get deeper into the characters 

as you write and make changes to the plot as you go along. But you can do that anyway 

with your outline. An outline might still leave characters and plot 

details to be developed. Too much detail can be a pain to read. Broad brush strokes is the 

rule. 

A synopsis or pitch could be one page in length. An outline might devote a page to each 

episode. It covers the thrust of each episode, how it starts and ends. Every episode should 

feature the protagonist in a proactive role. Sometimes winning, sometimes losing. 

So an outline or synopsis will have something in common with a text story but will be 

more clipped and generally lacking colourful descriptions or purple prose. It might include 

snippets of dialogue. Mine certainly do, they help me when I'm scripting later. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Anyone else getting an Inception-style vibe? 

On with the questions! 

http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-2---Submissions-Format/8943912
http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-2---Submissions-Format/8943912
http://www.millsverse.com/blog/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-1---Inspiration/8943123
http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-2---Submissions-Format/8943912
http://www.millsverse.com/home/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-2---Submissions-Format/8943912
http://www.millsverse.com/communities/9/004/012/710/609/images/4615326946.jpg
http://www.millsverse.com/communities/9/004/012/710/609/images/4615326946.jpg
http://www.millsverse.com/communities/9/004/012/710/609/images/4615326946.jpg
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Art by John Armstrong, Britain's premier girls’ comic artist 

FORMAT 

How do you do that? Is it based on the amount of frames per page/ per story? 

The number of frames on a page or in a story is crucial to the success of the story. 

Traditionally, there were 8 pictures on a page, with most stories consisting of 3 page 
episodes. This was far too compressed. I brought the format down to 6, sometimes 5 
pictures on a page in 2000AD with six page episodes. Misty roughly followed this format 
because it was seen as the female equivalent of 2000AD. I recall Moonchild was around 
four pages an episode with larger opening scenes. 



 

2000AD also sometimes has stories with double page spreads where the visuals warrant it. 

Dinosaurs, for example, take up a lot of space on the page. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Gorehead's down! From Flesh: Midnight Cowboys. Art: James McKay 

 
 

With girls comics there are more likely to be talking head dialogue scenes. The nine pic 

grid that featured in Watchmen is one way to do this. It's best if dialogue scenes 

aren't too static. Some Manga comics handle dialogue scenes very well. Whereas 

traditional girls comics before Misty could often have leaden dialogue scenes. 

 

Two other masters of comic book format are Frank Miller and Jacques Tardi. Frank’s Dark 

Knight has umpteen frames on a page and it works really well, but only because he's 

drawing it. Tardi has three pictures on a page which creates a wide screen cinematic 

effect. 

 

On a weekly six page story of – say – thirty pictures, I decide the number of pictures on a 

page because I want the last picture on each page to be a turning point or end of scene. On 

an American comic book of 22 pages that might be rather restricting for an artist so I 

sometimes leave it up to the artist, depending on who they are and their storytelling skills. 

On a French album of 48 or 60 pages I'll figure out the big scenes in collaboration with the 

artist. 

Judging how many frames a story incident will take comes with practice and is also down 
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Blog Post Three 
 
 

THE FORMULA Part 3 - WORKING WITH THE ARTIST 
 

By Pat Mills, Oct 26 2014 12:27PM 
 

I recently received some questions from Catherine, a PhD candidate studying scary kids’ 

stories (cool, huh?), who is producing a sample Misty-inspired comic as her final project. 

She wanted to know how comics are produced and this prompted me to explain some of 

the inner workings of the creative process. I call it the Formula. Read Part 1 - Inspiration, 

and Part 2 - Submissions & Format. 

 

WORKING WITH THE ARTIST 
 

Do you have an idea of how the illustrations should look or is that down to the illustrator? 
 

I study the past work of the artist very carefully so I can second guess how they're going to 

draw a scene. I note their strengths and weaknesses. John Armstrong, who drew 

Moonchild didn't have any 

 
Weaknesses. He was passionately committed to his art and could draw just about anything 

you threw at him. If only I was always so lucky! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Moonchild, Misty's No. 1 story. Story: Pat Mills, Art: John Armstrong 

http://www.millsverse.com/blog/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-1---Inspiration/8943123
http://www.millsverse.com/blog/4585194099/THE-FORMULA-Part-2---Submissions-Format/8943912
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Another artist might not be so good at facial expressions or fashions or vehicles or exotic 

locations. So wherever possible I'll try and avoid scenes that are difficult for them. Or 

send them references so their weaknesses can be hidden. Or spend time talking to them 

on the phone discussing the story, so we overcome the difficulties together. 

 
Another technique I used on 2000AD at the beginning was to disguise some fairly dull art 

with dynamic layouts by my art editor Doug Church. This was one key reason why 

2000AD was so successful. It was labor intensive and a real pain to do, but worth it. Some 

writers will layout the page. I do so occasionally if it's an ambitious scene. 
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Doug Church did the layouts for almost every story in 2000AD's Prog 1. And most of the 

early Progs. The reason the weapons and figures thrust out at us is because Doug 

designed them that way. The value of this is not always fully appreciated. Partly because 

Doug never blew his own trumpet - so I’m blowing it for him! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Invasion! Episode 1. Story: Pat Mills. Art: Jesus Blasco. 
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I wrote Ep 2 with Kelvin Gosnell. "Laugh THIS off Twinkletoes" is his line. 
 

I also often edit the story against the art. This can disguise an artist's and my own 

weaknesses. The dialogue then fits like a glove and some boring art might be enlivened 

with new sparkling dialogue. Or a visual mistake is covered over with a balloon. Some 

artists like this, others don't. If it's a great storyteller, like John Armstrong or Kevin O'Neill, 

it's not needed. I recall I once wrote some heavy dialogue for one artist whose art was 

overworked, with far too much detail. I cut my dialogue down so the pages wouldn't be 

visually oppressive and busy. He was not happy at my changes, but I stand by that 

decision. 

 
Most writers don't go through this last stage regarding it as unnecessary or uneconomic. 

It's certainly uneconomic! But in a competitive industry it's one way to keep on top. It also 

allows me to lose myself in the art and really get a sense of what makes the artist tick. 
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Good lettering is also part of the art. We used to have brilliant letterers who added a 

whole new element to stories, like Tom Frame or Jack Potter. There are still a few, like 

Annie Parkhouse, but it is in danger of becoming a lost art. The world’s greatest letterer is 

Ken Bruzenak. He can handle umpteen balloons on a picture whereas some letterers can't 

be bothered and just obscure the art. You can tell when they don't care about their work - 

and so can the readers. A bad letterer can kill a story. 

 
 
 

Got a question about the Formula that would make a good blog post? I'm always happy to 

hear from readers. Leave a comment or write to me at the contact at the bottom of the 

page. 
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Appendix 5 
 

Email correspondences with Pat Mills 
 

Forwarded message---------- 

From: Catherine <catherinelwild@gmail.com> 

Date: 14 October 2014 10:33 

Subject: Misty 

To: Pat Mills <PatMills@millsverse.com> 
 
 
 
 

Dear Pat 
 
 

I emailed you a few years ago (in married name of Catherine Patten, as of yesterday back 

to Catherine Wild) and explained that I was doing a PhD at Winchester in scary kids stories, 

specifically what was found in Misty, why it worked, how it could work again etc. I want to 

produce a sample comic as my final project, containing several short stories in comic 

format and one longer that could be part of a serial. Once I've designed the comic {based 

on Misty) and finished the stories, I am going to ask students at Winchester Art College 

whether they would be interested in illustrating the comic. 

 

What I'd like to know is this: once you had been inspired  by (for example)  Carrie, what was 

the  process? Did you write Moonchild  as a story then rewrite as a comic? How do you do 

that? Is it based on the amount of frames per page/ per  story? Do you have an idea of how  

the illustrations should look or is that down to the illustrator? I guess what I'd like to know is 

what happens between the initial inspiration and the publication of the comic. 

 

Apologies for the amount of questions. I'd be really grateful for a bit of inside information. 
 
 

Thanks ever so much. 
 
 

Catherine 

Sent from my iPad 
Misty questions 

 
 
 

mailto:catherinelwild@gmail.com
mailto:PatMills@millsverse.com
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Hi, Cathy, 

 
 

Great to hear from you. Fascinating questions. Thanks. 
 

Rather than dash off a quickish reply which could well leave you only getting part of the picture, 

how about if i answer your questions in detail in a biog. That way I can really get into the subject. 

I'm doing a number of comic academia things at Dundee Uni, Liverpool and Plymouth so I'm 

quite getting into it and I like the idea of passing some useful info on. 

So - if you approve - I might say... 
 

A Phd student doing a project on Misty asked me these questions and I thought it would be useful 

to share the answers. 

(I could make it more anonymous if you'd prefer. Or more detail and name if you'd prefer. 

Whatever's right for you) 

ONE What I'd like to know is t his: once you had been inspired by (for example) Carrie, what was 

the process? 

TWO Did you write Moonchild as a story then rewrite as a comic? 
 

THREE How do you do that? Is it based on the amount of frames per page/ per story? 

FOUR Do you have an idea of how the illustrations should look or is that down to the 

illustrator? FIVE i guess what I'd like to know is what happens between the initial inspirat 

ion and the publication of the comic. 

The answers might go over more than one biog post as there are examples i can give with a 

few visuals. 

I'm off on Eurostar on Thursday, back on Friday, so it would give me an interesting exercise to 

pass the train time. 

Let. me know if you're okay with this approach . And do feel free to ask some supplementary 

questions. 

 

Best, 
Pat 

Requiem Vampire Knight : Resurrection on sale now from Comixology! 

 
 
 
 

Patrick Mills <patmillswriter@gmai  

mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
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patmillswriter@gmail.co 

m www.millsverse.com 

t witt er.com / PatM 

illsComics 

w ww .facebook.co m/ PatM i11sComics 
 

Pat, that is perfect and I am more than happy to be mentioned/not mentioned as you see fit. I 
have 

many supplementary questions which have been brewing for the past 4 years or so....! For 

example, how could I conduct a bigger poll (you mentioned you conduct a straw poll) to back up my 

obsession? ! 

Thanks ever s_omuch for getting back to me 
 

  

I Patrick Mills <patmillswriter@gmail.com> 10/14/14 
 
 

 

Perfect! Will do! I'll include straw poll/ larger poll in my biog answers because that's a very 

interesting one for readers, too. 

 

B 
 

e 

s 

t, 

P 

a 

t 

 

Requiem Vampire Knight: Resurrection on sale now from Comixology! 
 
 

patmillswriter@gmail.co 

m www 

.millsverse.com twitt 

mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
http://www.facebook.com/PatMi11sComics
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
mailto:patmillswriter@gmail.com
http://www.millsverse.com/
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er.com/Pat M illsCo mics 
 

www.facebook .com/ Pat 

M illsComic 

 

Hi Pat 
 

Hi Pat 

Here are some more questions, in no particular order (some may relate to the questions I've already 

asked). Apologies for lack of italicised titles; I can't work out how to do it on the iPad: 

1. Digital or hard copy: what are your thoughts and preferences? Do the benefits of digital 

outweigh the sensory merits of the hard copy? How about The Phoenix, which uses both? In your 

biog, you mention the idea of developing a soundtrack for Requiem Vampire Knight. I guess this 

could not be done with a hard copy unless a Cd or link was provided. Has anyone done this 

before? A soundtrack would create a mood - is this manipulation of how the comic is read? It 

kind of flies in the face of 'The Death of the Author' ... 

2. I understand that Misty was aimed at girls between the ages of 8 and 14. This is quite a wide 

age bracket. Why these ages? 

3. In your opinion, what is the appeal of scary stories for children/young adults? Why did 

Misty work? To quote you in your Wordpress biog posting 'MISTY - THE FEMALE 200AD' - 

'I've always regretted not creating Misty the way I created 2000AD. I've little doubt if I had, it 

would still be around today and it could have changed the British comics landscape for the 

better.' 

Could this be addressed today? Could a comic based on Misty, containing similar themes, be 

successful? 

4. If so, how would one go about selling the idea and to who? Can you create a pilot comic? 

For example, rather than creating a 'mock' comic for my final project, how would I go about 

creating greater interest in the concept rather than a nostalgia-based one-off? 

5. Many of the stories contained in Misty are textual interventions of pre-existing texts (e.g. Carrie 

http://www.facebook.com/Pat
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(1974), Audrey Rose (1975), The Three Faces of Eve (1957). These were serials in the comic. Is 

there a reason why you chose these for the serials? Were other stories simply ideas that the 

writers had or did they tend to be based on pre-existing texts? 

6. Were the stories contained in Misty moralistic and about the 'bigger picture' (e.g. The 

Treetment could be read as 'behave yourself and do as you're told, even through the 

maelstrom of puberty - adults know best') or were they simply horror/terror/uncanny stories 

that the writers had fun writing? 

7. In terms of the writer/artist relationship, I imagine it as being assigned a partner in the police 

force. Who brings you together or do you get to choose? How do you bring the writing and 

artwork together? Is it a way of thinking that you develop over time? 

8. How did you get into comic writing and why? What did you do before, if anything? Have you ever 

been accused of having an over active imagination? 

9. What is the timeline of the life of Pat Mills? 

I hope these are all acceptable and, more importantly, you find them 

interesting. Out of interest, Have you heard of The Retronaut? 

Thanks, Pat and Lisa, for your time and help. 

Catherine 
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Email correspondences with James Adams 
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