THE DARK TOWER II

The Drawing of the Three
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     Panel 1 – Somewhere on this page should read ‘Prologue: The Sailor’.  This first panel is a Tarot card design of ‘The Sailor’.  It is of a young boy sailor.  He has a wounded look on his face.

     (1) Caption (Man in Black) – He drowns, gunslinger.

     Panel 2 – The figure on the card suddenly comes to life, and his arms start to flail out, as if underwater and drowning.  The expression on his face starts to become one of fear.  The designs around him blurs into seawater that he hangs in and grasps for a way back to the surface.

     (2) Caption (Man in Black) – And no one throws out the line.  The boy Jake.

     (3) Caption – But this was no nightmare.  It was a good dream.

     Panel 3 – The figure and the water around it now come completely to life.  The terror on his face becomes deathly real.  He mouth hangs open in a silent scream, and he looks upwards, towards the surface.  The bubbles of his last breaths well up out of his mouth and drift away.

     (4) Caption – Good because he was drowning, meaning he was not Roland at all, but Jake.

     Panel 4 – The face on the boy starts to slacken and almost become a smile.  Not because he’s drowning, but because he’s accepted his fate.  He stops struggling.

     (5) Caption – And this was a relief, because it would be far better to drown as Jake than to live as himself, who had for a cold dream betrayed a child who had trusted him.

     Panel 5 – The boy closes his eyes and drifts.

     (6) Caption (Roland’s thoughts) – Good.  All right.  Let me drown.

     Panel 6 – A small end panel and close up of the boy’s face as his eyes flutter open again with a troubled expression.

     (7) Caption – But this was not the sound of the open deeps.
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     Panel 1 – The first three panels of this page is a view of Roland lying on the beach we left him on at the end of the first book, seen from Roland’s left.  The scene changes to a view of a long, darkened stretch of sandy beach, with stones resting on the edge of creeping-in tide.  This panel shows from just beyond Roland’s boots up almost to his waist.  Roland’s legs stick out into the water, which wash up also almost to his waist.

     (1) Caption – It was the grating sound of water with a throat full of stones.  Was he ‘The Sailor’?

     Panel 2 – The view creeps up Roland’s sleeping body, this time to about mid-chest.  A darkened shape like a large mutant lobster – a lobstrosity – is on the beach to his right, walking slowly towards around where his right hand would be, lying on the sand.

     (2) Caption – If so, why was land so close?

     Panel 3 – This shows Roland from mid-chest up to just beyond the top of his head.  He’s asleep.

     (3) Caption – And, in fact, was he not on the land?

     Panel 4 – Roland’s eyes snap open and he sits up with a start.  He should look haunted, like he’s extremely disturbed. 

     (4) Caption – What snapped him out of the dream wasn’t his freezing balls, which had suddenly shrunk to what felt like the size of walnuts – but the thought of his guns, and even more important, his shells.

     Panel 5 – He starts touching himself around the gunbelts, guns and bullets around his waist.

     (5) Caption – Wet guns could be quickly disassembled, wiped dry, oiled, wiped dry again, oiled again and reassembled.

     Panel 6 – The darkened form of the lobstrosity is now in the foreground.  Roland is in the middle ground, looking down at it with eyes that have been newly startled by its horrific shape.

     (6) Caption – Wet shells, like wet matches, might or might not ever be usable again.
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     Panel 1 – Now we get our first really good look at the thing.  As was said, it looks like a large, dark mutant lobster.  It drags a wet, gleaming body laboriously along the sand.  It’s about four feet long, and about four yards to Roland’s right.  It regards Roland with bleak eyes on stalks.

     (1) Caption – The horror must have been cast up by a previous wave.

     Panel 2 – A close shot of the thing as its long, serrated beak drops open.

     (2) Caption – It began to make a noise that was weirdly like human speech.

